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I knew the ugly words—Sex Club. I’d read about we 
_ them in the papers. But I’d never believed they | : 
were real before. Oh, God, can I ever face anyone again! 


Victim of a a 


SEX CLUB 


“You little fool!” he shouted. “I 
thought you knew the score. Why 
did you come here, if you didn’t?” 


| | NOVELETTE ge 


@ THE FIRST TIME Walt Hartley smiled at me I thought 


- 


. 


I'd fall over in a faint. When I first entered Central High 
I'd been scared half to death that no one would pay any 
attention to me. I knew how disappointed Mother would be 


_ if I were left out of things, but I guess I was just naturally shy. 


_ I'd always been interested in my school work and didn’t make 
many friends, or know much about boys. 

My father had been a happy-go-lucky sort of guy and when 
he died after a short illness when I .was twelve, he didn’t 
Jeave much. Mother had to go to work to support us. 


We had been forced to live in a dingy apartment in a poor 


section of the big factory town where I had been born. I 


learned to do most of the housework because Mother was - 


always so tired when she got home, She used to brood about 


eit. 


“Darling, you should be having a good time like other 
girls and not stay-at homie scrubbing floors and cooking,” 


: she would say. 


I tried to tell her that I didn’t mind. I wanted to do every- 


thing I could for her. I loved her. 


“You deserve a little fun yourself, Mother,” I said. 

She shook her head. “You're the only one that counts now, 
Chris.” 

But Mother was still young, barely thirty-four. She was 
slender and pretty with blonde hair and blue eyes. But I 
guess she missed Daddy so much she couldn’t think about 


_ another man. 
__ When the lawyer told her about the money an aunt had 


ier, she cried. “It’s too wonderful. We're not rich, Chris, 
it now you can have some of the things I’ve always wanted 
for you. We'll move to a nice town, you can go to a nice 
school, meet nice boys and girls, go to nice places.” 


So we’d come here in the summer. It was a town like a lot 
of others, with wide, clean streets and pretty homes. Mother 
found a nice apartment with modern furniture and deep rugs. 
When I asked her if we could afford it she said firmly that I 
had to have a nice place to bring my friends. She got a job in 
an office, said we’d get along fine. 

She bought me soft sweaters and skirts, a honey blonde 
cashmere coat that matched my hair. I guess I looked like 

mother except my hair was darker than hers, and I had 
Daddy’s brown eyes. 


“You're so pretty, Chris. Anyone would love you,” she said, 


hugging me close. 


But those first days at Central High I wasn’t so sure. I 
felt lost and uncertain. I was only sixteen, but I’d always been 
good in my school work and was already a junior. 

I was asked to join the Drama Club, and sometimes I 
helped out in the recreation hall. Mother was pleased, said it 
was a start. I didn’t tell her how all the kids seemed to have 
their own gangs, and were pretty wary of newcomers. 

Of course I knew about Walt Hartley and the crowd he 
went-around with. Everybody knew about Walt and Stubby 
Kent and Chet Mayo and Len Carter. Walt was star halfback 
on the football team, and Stubby seemed to be head man in 
his crowd. 

They were the glamour kids, came ion the best families - 
in town. Every kid in school envied them. They went around 
with girls like Queenie Powell and Elaine Evans and Hillas 
Lake. They hung out at the Chuck House just off the high 
school campus and went dancing at the Zero Club, a night 
spot high on the cliffs above the city. 

J heard about some of the things that went on at the Zero 
Club from Irma Scott, a drab-looking girl who was in some 
of my classes. Irma always seemed to know everything that 
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(Continued from page 7) went on at 


Central High. 

_ She told me about what a wild reputa- 
tion Walt and Stubby and Queenie and 
some of the others had. About the things 
they’d gotten into and how it had been 
hushed up quickly each time because their 
families had money and influence. They 
could get away with about anything’ accord- 
ing to Irma. 

She’s just jealous, I told myself. I didn’t 

believe anything she said about’ Walt. I 
thought he was wonderful. He was a tall, 
slim waisted boy with dark hair and blue 
eyes and a dark tanned face. He was a 
senior and he drove a flashy convertible. 
Sometimes I saw him with Queenie or 
Elaine or some other girl, his fingers 
always interlaced with theirs, eyes oblivious 
to everyone else. I thought it must be like 
stepping into Heaven to have a boy like 
Walt look at you like that. 
_ The Hartley family controlled a lot of 
the best business concerns in town. Walt’s 
mother and father were always being 
mentioned in the society columns. Irma said 
everyone in town knew how they fought 
like a cat and dog at home. How Walt’s 
mother had hurled a glass of champagne 
in his father’s face one night at the Coun- 
try Club, and how he’d slapped her. It just 
made me sorry for Walt. 

One afternoon when I was down in the 
recreation room checking over equipment, 
Queenie Powell came down on a special 
assignment. She had gorgeous red hair, and 
a vivid, alive face. 

“Well, this is fine,” 


she said suddenly. 
“Getting stuck here,” 


“Maybe you can duck out early,” I 
whispered. “We're almost through any- 
way.” : 


Her eyes took in my soft cashmere 
sweater and tweed skirt. “Say, you’re cute. 
I haven’t seen you before.” ; 

“This is my first year at Central High,” 
I said shyly. 

She stood biting her lips thoughtfully. 
“Well, you’re too pretty to waste on some 
creep,” she said suddenly. “Let’s both get 
out of here, I'll take you over to the Chuck 
House and show you around.” 

It happened just like that. | grabbed my 
jacket and went with her, She laughed as 
we went down. the sidewalk together. 

“I’m the dumb one. Maybe the boys 
wouldn’t ever have found you if I’d left 
you alone.” c 

I laughed too because I felt so good. She 
was nice, not at all stuck-up like Irma said. 
“Boys just don’t seem to know I’m 


| around,” 


- Her eyes were wise. “You're a shy one, 
but you'll get along. By the way, what’s 
your name?” 
on Abbott. Everybody calls me 

ris.” 

_ “Okay, Chris. Hold on to your hair 
piece.” : : 

A blast of noise hit us in the face as we 
went into the Chuck House. I’d never had 
the nerve to come here before. The walls 
were lined with booths and the booths 
were filled with giggling boys and girls who 
sipped cokes or malts. A lot of them called 
out to Queenie. A-tall boy slapped her on 
the behind in a way that made me blush, 
but she just laughed. 

We settled into a booth in the back. 
Elaine, a dreamy-eyed girl, and Hillas 
Lake and Stubby Kent were already there. 
Queenie introduced me around and or- 
dered cokes. 

“After this you'll have ‘to find a man to 
buy your drinks, Chris.” : 

“Til take the job, Queenie,” Stubby said 
with interest. ; 

_ Elaine slipped her arm through Stubby’s 
and shook her head. “Mama’s jealous, 
buster.. Remember?” —_- = 


again. 


=> 


He patted her hand and I could see his 
knee press against hers intimately under 
the booth. It made me feel uneasy. 

“Tm saving her for Walt,” Queenie said. 

I nearly fell out of the booth. The others 


all turned and looked at me. I felt suddenly © 


like a bug on the end of a pin. 


“Walt’s choosy about his girls,” Stubby 


said. 


Queenie smiled complacently. “Her likes _ 
cute blondes. I want to pay Doll back for 


the way she cut me out with Walt.” 


They all laughed and_ started talking 3 


about something that had happened at 
Queenie’s house the night before. Her 
parents had been out and they'd had a real 
ball. They all nearly died laughing. 


After awhile a couple of boys drifted — 
over and a girl with inky black hair they 


called Doll. She said she hated Walt Hart- 
ley. He’d stood her up three times in a row. 
When she called him, he hung up. She was 
never going to speak to him again. : 
“That’s all right, honey,” Queenie said, 
her eyes like bright marbles. “Walt can’t 


stand the sight of you. I’ve found him a _ 


new girl. This is Chris, Doll.” 

The girl stared at me, then she made a 
spitting sound and lunged for me. “You 
cheap little man-stealer!” she shrieked, 
“Tl kill you.” 

Queenie slapped her hard across the 
face. “You know how it is with us, Doll. 
Walt gets to say.” 

Doll started to cry and ran out of the 
Chuck House. I was stunned. Queenie took 
out her compact and started to powder her 
nose. : 
“Don’t let Doll upset you, Chris,” she 
shrugged. “She’s the emotional, clinging 


"~Pier™, 


type, takes things too seriously. Don’t ever _ 


take things too seriously and you'll get — 


along, Chris. That’s the way to live.” 


@ I DIDN'T LIKE any of it. I started to 


gather up my jacket to go when a tall, slim 
waisted boy with a dark tan face stopped 
beside the booth. 

“Hi, kids.” 

“I. thought you were hiding out on us 
again, Walt,” Queenie said. 

Somebody made room for him in the 
booth. We were all crammed in so tight 
now we could hardly breathe. 

“Coach gave us an extra workout, then 
had us up for a lecture about clean living. 
That’s for me. I’m pooped,” Walt said. 

“Walt, I want you to meet Chris, a 
friend of mine,” Queenie said. 

His eyes went over me briefly, then 
stopped and came back again. His face 
was impassive. I didn’t know if he liked 
me or not. 

“Hello,” I said shyly. 

“Chris. Cute name. Cute girl. Whose?” 

“Yours if you want her, Walt,” Queenie 
said. 

Walt’s eyes looked funny, then he grin- 
ned. “I want.” 

The others started to drift away. 
Queenie went off with Len Carter. Elaine 
and Stubby left together. I said I had to 
go too. Walt put his hand over mine, 
and when he smiled at me, I almost fell 
over in a faint. 

“I haven’t seen you around before, 
Chris.” : : 

“I just entered Central High this year.” 

His eyes went over my face. “You're 
real cute, Chris.” ; : 

' I stammered something in confusion. I 
don’t know what Walt answered. I said 
that I really had to go. We walked outside 
together and he offered to drive me home. 

At our apartment he stood looking 
down at me, that funny look in his eyes 
“You and Queenie pretty good 
friends?” he asked casually. 

“Why, yes, I think so. She said she’d 
show me around.” ( Continued on page 10) 
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There’s hundreds of dollars right in 
your neighborhood waiting to be picked 
up by the first person who can make a 


simple 10 second demonstration. No 


“sales talk” no “gift of gab” is neces- 
sary; it takes no experience to make 
this 10 second test. Just show how 
patented exclusive Flexiclogs insute 
foot comfort by flexing with the natural 
movement of the foot and watch the 
money roll into your pocket. Flexiclogs 
are made of gleaming, lacquered ever- 


“GIVE AWAY” OFFER GETS YOU STARTED 
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right away. All yours FREE AND 
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plastic straps are adjustable to insure 
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profits for you just by showing Flexi- 
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mount. - 


on one pair of Flexiclogs in your 
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taking orders from your friends, We’re 
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wear Flexiclogs your friends and neigh- 
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long before someone 


hundreds of dollars by being the 
first to demonstrate Flexiclogs in 
your neighborhood. But don’t put 
it off. At the rate Flexiclogs demon- 
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(Continued from page 8) He shrugged his 
shoulders and said, “Look, I'm in training 
now. Coach has spies all around. He’d 
skin me alive if he caught me prowling. 
But I'll see you, honey.” : 

I went up to our apartment feeling as 
if I were walking on air. I’ve talked to 
Walt Hartley, I said to myself. He brought 
me home. He liked me. He said he'd see 
me again. I could hardly believe this had 
happened to me. 

“When Mother got home I told her ex- 
citedly about Walt and Queenie and how 
nice they’d been to me. 

She beamed. “Baby, I knew they would 
like you when they got to know you.” 

But I didn’t tell her about the girl they 
called Doll and what they’d said, and how 
Queenie had slapped her. Or about the 
other things that made me uneasy. They'd 
just lived differently from me. And I had 
to see Walt again. 

Nearly every day after that I went down 
to the Chuck House with Queenie or 
Elaine or some of the others. Irma stopped 
speaking to me. But I didn’t care about 
anything now but seeing Walt, being with 
him. He was nearly always at the Chuck 
House and he’d take me home. Everybody 
took it for granted that I was his girl, 


‘but I still couldn’t believe it was true. 


The days went by in a golden, hazy sort 
of way. 

Now and then Queenie or Elaine or one 
of the girls would stop by the apartment 
to see me. They liked Mother. 

“Golly, she’s pretty. She should meet 

my father. He goes for blondes,” Queenie 
said once and laughed. I thought she was 
joking. : 
@ THEY WERE all always saying things 
I didn’t understand. Sometimes they talked 
about sex so freely my face burned. But 
i'd met Walt through them and I couldn’t 
make them mad or I might never see him 
again. 

A couple of times Walt took me to a 
movie. He came up to the apartment to 
meet Mother. She thought he was wonder- 
ful too. I never knew what the movies 
we saw were about. I sat with my head on 
his shoulder, our fingers interlaced, and 
I was so happy it was almost like being 
in a trance. 

The night after the final football game, 
Walt took me out to the Zero Club for 
the big celebration. Central High hed won 
the State Championship. Mother bought 
me a new dress that looked like pale green 
clouds. When Walt put me in his car that 
night, he sat looking at me for a moment. 
Then he pulled me against him and kissed 
so hard I felt all shivery inside, scared too. 

“Chris, I’m so crazy about you I can’t 
think,” he said thickly. “I’ve never felt 
like this about a girl before. I’m out of 
training and we don’t have to go home to- 
night until we want to.” 

I smelled the liquor on his breath then, 
and a swift pang ofmuneasiness shot through 
me. I’d never been with a boy when he 
was drinking. But I shoved the uneasi- 
ness aside. He’s been in training a long 
time, I thought. He has a right to—to let 
down a little. 

The Zero Club was crowded. Queenie 
and the others were already there. We 
couldn’t be served drinks, but somebody 
brought around cokes. They tasted strange 
and I almost choked on mine; Walt slap- 
ped me on the back. 

“Clint fixes them up good,” he whispered 
meaningfully. 

Then I knew the drinks were spiked, 
and suddenly I wished I hadn’t come here. 
I couldn’t spoil Walt’s fun, but I decided 
Id tell him when we got home that I 
didn’t want to go with the crowd when 
they were drinking. : 

We danced and he held me close, his 


. 


cheek against my hair. His hand seemed 
to burn against my back. Then we went 
back to the table and somebody brought 
around cokes again. It went on like that. 

We were dancing again when Walt 
stopped suddenly and put his fingers under 
my chin. “You know how it is, Chris? 
You’re my girl?” 

“Oh, yes, Walt,” I choked. 

“Let’s get out of here, honey.” 

I got my wrap and we went. outside 
together. He put his arm around my waist 
and drew me against him. His mouth 
was on mine a long, long time. 

“Chris, the caretaker of the Zero Club 
has a cabin down below. He doesn’t mind 
if I drop in now and then. We can go 
there—and talk.” 


“I—I don’t know, Walt. Maybe we 
should just go home.” z 
“It’s all right, Chris. Nobody'll be 


around.” 

His arm around my waist guided me 
down the narrow path. I guess I would 
have gone to the moon with him if he'd 
asked. 

He had a key and he opened the door. 
I never knew what the room looked like. 
Walt didn’t turn on the light. His hands were 
fumbling at my wrap and it dropped to the 
floor. He held me against him and he was 
pressing me down on a sofa. His breath 
was hot on my face, smelling of liquor. 

All at once everything was a nightmare. 
I fought and cried and begged and prayed, 
but I couldn’t get away from the fury of his 
passion. His arms were like steel, his 
mouth stopped my words. I couldn’t fight 
any more. I couldn’t believe this awful 
thing was happening to me. 

“Chris,” he said, after a long time. 
“Chris.” 

- I lay huddled on the sofa, sick with 
shock and pain and horror. He was across 
the room somewhere in the darkness. 

“My God, Chris, you said you knew 
how it was! You said you were my girl! 
You came here with me. I thought you 
knew what it meant.” 

“JT didn’t know you meant—this,” I 
gasped through harsh sobs, “I thought 
you were wonderful. I trusted you!” 

He stumbled across the room. His hand 
reached out in the darkness and touched 
my hair. I drew back with a shudder of 
revulsion. If he touches me again I'll die, 
I thought. J didn’t believe the things I 
heard about him. I walked right into this. 

“Chris, that first day Queenie brought 
you to the Chuck House—I thought by the 
things she said about you being my girl 
that it was set up with you. But you 
seemed different from the others and I 
didn’t rush you. I gave you time to get 
out.” : 

“I thought Queenie was just joking. I 
liked you—wanted to be with you. I 
didn’t know you were like this,” . 

“You little fool! You wide-eyed little 
innocent,” he said harshly. “Chris, there 
are no Virgins in our crowd. I thought you 
knew. If a new girl comes around, one of 
the guys picks her for his girl. If nobody 
wants her, or if she isn’t willing, she can’t 
get in the gang. They cut her dead. That’s 
the way it is. I wanted you, Chris. I 
thought it was all right with you.” 

I sat in stunned herror, listening to what 
he said. It was too shameful, too degrad- 
ing, too evil. I knew then what that scene 
the first day in the Chuck House had 
meant. Queenie had been Walt's girl. Then 
it had been Doll. Queenie took me to the 
Chuck House’ that first day because she 
wanted to hurt Doll. 

I knew the ugly word, Sex Club. Yd 
read in the papers about things like that, 
but I'd never believed they were real, be- 
fore. 

Now they’ll all know that I’ve come 
here with.Walt—(Continued on page 30) ~ 
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Amazing New Easy Way Can Quickly Put Pounds and Inches on 
- Thin Folks when Underweight is Caused by Poor Appetite or Poor Eating Habits 


be skinny ! 


No Cramming with Sugary Mixtures, 


No Fishy Oils, No Drugs, No Overeating 


Discovered! The All-In-One 
Concentrated Meal of Easier Digested, 


= Pay Body-Building Calories You’ve 
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A If you are skinny, thin and underweight because of poor appetite or poor 
_y eating habits mail the coupon for this latest discovery of modern medical sci- 

ence. It’s called WATE-ON and folks in normal health have reported gains of 4, 6, 
10... as much as 20 and 30 pounds and more so fast it’s amazing! WATE-ON 
is a new and different formula that's pleasant to take as directed and is loaded 
with concentrated calories so prepared as to be far easier to be used by the 
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body. WATE-ON also improves the appetite, gives quick energy, guards against 
fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance, low resistance. Also makes for better 
digestion of fats that put on weight naturally. Try WATE-ON today. 


Starts Putting On Weight First Day 
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It's so loaded with super calories that putting on pounds and inches of firm flesh 
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healthy system digest and absorb weight building fats. Contains bone building 
vitamin D plus blood building, strength building red vitamin B,. which has a 
remarkable ability, proven in clinical tests on children, to help fast weight gains. 
If underweight is caused by disease take WATE-ON under direction of your 
doctor. Get NEW WATE-ON today. 


For Men, Women, Boys, Girls DOCTORS 
and Convalescents Your recommenda- 
WATE-ON is entirely safe, contains no a no stimulants, 


tion and approval is 
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nothing but a brand new concentrated ba? ula that’s EXTRA professional samples, 
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weight building elements. 
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quite some time. With my first bottle of WATE-ON | feel better 


again. It has done wonders for me." R. W., Marysville, Pa. Ke Sse Hr MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY ~—~—~—— a 
“Results | got from first bottle were absolutely amazing.” WATE-ON CO., Dept. 1B, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, Ill. 
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By JULES ARCHER 


A SEXUAL ENCYCLOPEDIA FOR WOMEN 


In these days of frank and helpful sex advice for women, a great many women find themselves 
confused by the exact meanings of the medical terms used. Here, in alphabetical order, you will find 


a brief but enlightening encyclopedia of the most important of the sex topics you frequently read about 
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ABORTION. Bringing forth of the unborn child from the 
womb, or‘uterus, before it is ready to be born. Also called 
miscarriage, when it happens spontaneously. Performed il- 
legally, it is dangerous to a woman’s life and health. When 
doctors perform it legally, to save a woman’s health, -it is 
called therapeutic abortion. 


AMENORRHEA. 
woman’s monthly periods. 
nancy and nursing. 


Absence or abnormal stoppage of a 
Happens normally during preg- 


APHRODISIAC. A drug or herb that is meant to stimu- 
late and arouse sex desire. Best-known is “Spanish Fly.” 
Doctors frown on aphrodisiacs as dangerous and often deadly. 


ARTIFICIAL INSEMINATION. Impregnating by inser- 
tion into the vagina of male semen gathered in a glass 
container. Children born by this method aré* commonly 
called “test tube babies.” Process is used by sterile couples, 
or where husband is impotent. 


AUTO-EROTICISM. (Masturbation. ) Sexual self-gratifica- 
tion by means of friction applied to the sexual parts. 


CAESARIAN SECTION. Delivery of child through an 
incision made into the abdominal wall and uterus. Performed 
when there is sudden dangér to mother or child, or when 
child is too large to pass safely through the normal birth 
passage. 


CIRCUMCISION. Minor operation ‘to remove foreskin 
of the penis for hygienic reasons, usually performed soon 
after birth. 


CLIMACTERIC. The “change of life”’—and its accom- 
panying symptoms—occurring in men and women between 
ages 40 and 50. 


CLITORIS. The small, highly sensitive, erectile organ 
located in the upper area of the female vulva. It corresponds 
to the male penis in that it is the source of sex feeling when 
stimulated. 


COITUS. (Copulation; séxual intercourse; marital rela- 
tions.) The union of male and female genital organs. The 
“act of love.” 


COITUS INTERRUPTUS. Withdrawal of the male organ 
in coitus before the emission of semen has taken place. 


CONTRACEPTIVE. A chemical or device, designed for 
use by women or men, to prevent conception or impregna- 
tion. 


DYSMENORRHEA. 
periods. 


Painful or uncomfortable monthly 
Sufferer is often a woman who rejects her femin- 


inity, sex relations in marriage or the prospect of motherhood. 


DYSPAREUNIA, Painful sexual intercourse for a woman. 
Sufferer is often the same type of woman as above. Con- 
dition may also be caused by fear induced by unpleasant 
first experience. 


EJACULATION. Expulsion of semen from the male 
organ, at the height of the man’s sexual climax, or orgasm. 


ERECTION. Hardening and stiffening upright of the 
male organ when congested by blood and enlarged during 
sexual excitement. 


EROGENOUS ZONES. Parts of the body highly respon- 
sive to sexual stimulation—mainly genitals, mouth, breasts, 
thighs, buttocks. 


EXHIBITIONISM. A sexual deviation whereby a person 
habitually exposes his genitals in public. Most exhibitionists 
are men. 


EXTRA-UTERINE PREGNANCY. Abnormal pregnancy 
which develops outside the uterus, usually in the Fallopian 
tubes. Also called “ectopic pregnancy.” Requires surgical 
intervention. 


FERTILITY. Capability of producing children. Lack of 
adequate sperm cells in man, or egg cells in woman, is called 
sterility. 


FETISH. An object, or part of the body, which excites 
sex desire in a person. Many men, for example, are aroused 
by the sight or touch of lingerie or silk stockings. 


FOETUS. Unborn child in the womb after the third month. 
Before then it is medically termed an embryo. 


FOREPLAY. Petting and caressing which precedes the 
sex act. It serves to stimulate both married partners to a 
state of readiness. 


FORNICATION. (illicit relations.) Sex relations between 
men and women outside of marriage. It is adultery when 
one or both partners are married, but not to each other. 


FRIGIDITY. Condition of women who are unable to 
experience sex desire, feeling or climax, despite stimulation. 
Many cases are responsive to psychotherapy. 


GESTATION. Period from conception to birth. In the 
average woman it is about 280 days following the missed — 
monthly period. 


GLANS. Head or tip of the male organ. This is the most 
sensitive area, which is permanently exposed by circumcision. 
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GYNECOLOGIST. Doctor who specializes in treating 
conditions concerned with the female reproductive system. 


HOMOSEXUALITY. Sexual desire for members of the 
same sex. In women this inversion is called Lesbianism. 
A person with the normal desire for the opposite sex is called 
heterosexual. z 


HORMONES. Secretions manufactured by the endocrine 
glands. Distributed in the bloodstream, they stimulate the 
activities of other body organs. Hormones produced by male 
testicles are called androgens. Those by the female ovaries, 


estrogens. 


HYMEN. A thin membrane within the vagina, blocking 
entrance to the uterus, found in most virgins. It serves as 
proof of virginity, but its absence may be caused by non-coital 
reasons. 


HYSTERECTOMY. Surgical removal of the womb, either 
through an abdominal incision or through the vagina. 


IMPOTENCE. Complete or partial inability of male to 
achieve a satisfactory erection, making him incapable of 
coitus. The well-functioning male is called potent or virile. 


LEUKORRHEA. A mucous discharge from the vagina, 
commonly called the “whites.” Caused by infections of 


~yarious types in the genital tract, and sometimes by poor 


feminine hygiene. 


LIBIDO. Sexual urge or desire, and the energy created 
by it. Presumed to be at the bottom of all love feelings. 


MASOCHISM. Sexual satisfaction derived from being 
hurt, humiliated or beaten in a variety of ways, non-sexual : 
as well as sexual. An abnormality traceable to childhood 


- rejection by parents. 


MENOPAUSE. Climacteric, or change of life. 


MENORRHAGIA. Excessive or prolonged flow of monthly 


- period. May be caused by hormone upset, tumors, infection 


or cancer. 


MENSTRUATION. (Menses) The monthly period of 
women—a bloody discharge from the womb which. carries 
off the unfertilized egg cell. Begins at puberty—usually 
between 12 and 14, Becomes irregular and ends at the 
menopause. Most periods are 4 to 5 days long. 


NOCTURNAL EMISSION. Also known as wet dreams. 
Male discharge of semen during sleep, accompanied by a sex 
dream. 


NYMPHOMANIA. Mental illness in which a woman has 
an insatiable craving for sexual intercourse, and is likely to 
make advances to almost any male in her vicinity, regardless 
of his age or appeal. 


ORGASM. (Climax.) The explosive, voluptuous sensa- 
tion of pleasure felt at the height of sexual feeling during 
coitus. : 


OVULATION. The discharge of a mature egg from a_ 
woman’s ovaries into a Fallopian tube, where it starfs its 
journey to the uterus. A fresh ovum is produced approxi- 
mately each 28 days. 


PORNOGRAPHY. Written matter or pictures on sex 
subjects which have as their sole purpose the stimulation 
of sex excitement. They are usually distributed through 
illegal methods. 
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PREMATURE EJACULATION. Male orgasm and dis- 
charge before, or quickly after, entry is accomplished. It is 
unintentional, a form of sexual weakness, and leaves the 
wife ungratified. 


PSEUDO-HERMAPHRODITE. A person born either male 
or female, but also with the undeveloped genitalia of the 
opposite sex. 


RABBIT TEST: A medical test to determine pregnancy, 
by injecting the patient’s urine into a rabbit and observing 
reaction. : 


RAPE. The law distinguishes between forcible (first de- 
gree) rape, which is the sexual assault by a man on a woman 
without her consent, and statutory rape, by which a man is 
guilty if he has coitus with a female who is under the State's 
legal age of consent. 


SADISM. Opposite of masochism. Sexual satisfaction 
derived from hurting, humiliating or beating another in a 
variety of ways, sexual and non-sexual. Traceable to child- 
hood influences. 


SALPINGECTOMY. Surgical removal of the Fallopian 
tubes, through which the egg passes from an ovary to the 
womb. 


SEMEN. The fiuid ejaculated by the male in sexual 
orgasm. Each ejaculate contains about 100 million sperm 
cells. ‘They remain capable of fertilization up to 3 days after 
coitus. : 


SODOMY. Abnormal coitus in which the anus is em- 
ployed. Also used in referring to homosexuality or inter- 
course with animals. . 


STERILITY. Inability to have children, even though 
capable of coitus. Condition can often be corrected by 
medical study. 


STERILIZATION. Various surgical methods of making 
either a man or woman sterile. This sterility is usually 
permanent. ; . 


SUBLIMATION. Controlling the sexual impulse by di- 
verting the energy of the sex drive into some non-sexual work 
or activity. 


TRANSVESTITISM. Addicted to wearing garments of - 


the other sex. 


VAGINISMUS. Painful sensation or spasm of the vaginal 
muscles in attempted coitus. Usually caused by fear of sex 
act. 


VAGINITUS. Inflammation of the vagina. 


VENEREAL DISEASE. Most serious V.D. is syphilis, 
which if untreated can cause heart disease, blindness, pa- 
ralysis and insanity. Second most serious is gonorrhea, 
which if untreated can cause sterility, rheumatism and 
arthritis. Both diseases are transmitted genitally by coitus 
with a diseased person. : 


VOYEURISM. The act of “Peeping Toms,” invariably 
men who obtain sexual gratification by peering into bed- 
rooms and bathrooms. Such men are abnormal nuisances, 
but seldom dangerous. E 


. 
WOMB. (Uterus.) The female organ where the fertilized 
egg cell develops into the foetus ready for birth. 
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"Forgive. me, Bart, forgive me,” | 
pleaded. But all he said was, “Get 
up, Linda. We’re calling it quits.” 


* 


BRANDED 
WOMAN 


1 didn’t tell him | was married—I didn’t tell 
him | had a child. | wanted love, needed it desperately. 


To throw away this chance now was unthinkable 


@ BEING KISSED by Bart Ferris didn’t mean much to me at the 
time. A girl usually gets kissed several times during her junior year 
at high school and I was no exception. It wasn’t until I lay back 
on my pillow, stretched my arms over my head and sighed happily, 
that I realized that Bart’s kiss was important—really special. Why, 
I hadn’t thought once of Betty’s blue dress with the roses painted on 
it, from the minute Bart and I had driven away from the school- 
house, until right now. So that’s what happens when you feel like 
you really belong to someone, | thought drowsily, dreamily. 

Next morning Uncle Jed and Aunt Rose and Betty, their daughter, 
all looked as if they had just bought a slice of the world. I knew 
that they were proud and happy because Betty had been graduated 
from Elmore High the night before. Usually their happiness and 
pride would have bothered me and I would have felt shut out all 
over again. But this morning was different somehow. I felt secure 
in a way I had not felt before. That is, until Uncle Jed spoke. 

“Next year it will be your turn, Linda.” He grinned at me and 
slid a hot buttered sweet roll onto my plate. 

I tried to grin back—I really did—but one kiss and one evening 
of feeling that I belonged to someone hadn’t wiped out all the 
bitterness that had piled up through the years. “I'd better not eat 
this sweet roll,” I said rudely. “I'll have to stay slim so Betty’s dress 
will fit me next year—when it’s my turn.” 

Aunt Rose looked hurt and I could hardly look into her eyes. 
But that was only for a minute. I didn’t care, really, because it had 
always been this way—ever since Mom and Dad had been killed 
in a crash and Uncle Jed, Father’s brother had taken me into his 
home. Betty got everything, simply everything, and all I got were 
promises of what it would be like when it was my turn. 

“If you’ve ever had to wear hand-me-downs,” Aunt Rose said in 
her slow, kind voice, “it’s because it takes twice as much money to 
bring up two girls as it does one. With. Betty being a year older 
than you, she just gets ready for things first. We love you just like 
we love Betty.” 

“Sure,” I said, “sure.” But even in that one little word they could 
all tell that I didn’t believe it. 

“Let her alone, Mama,” Betty said. “She knows we love her. 
And she'll be all right.” : 

But Uncle Jed was angry. “Young lady,” he snapped, “you've 
been grousing ever since you could talk, about us being partial to 
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our own daughter. What if we are a little 
bit without meaning to be? Would you 
have liked an orphanage better?” I had 
known he was angry when he called me 
“young lady” instead of “honey”—but I 
hadn’t known he was that angry. 

“That's right, throw it up to me,” I 
wailed. “Tell me how much it has cost 
to feed me. Tell me how much it has 
cost to let me wear Betty’s old clothes.” 

“Oh, Jed, how could you?’ Aunt Rose 
scolded him. “The poor little thing . . .” 

I was beginning to cry but that remark 
finished me off, it really did. “I’m not a 
poor little thing,” I stormed. “You'll find 
out—I'll get away from here—that blue 
dress.” 

’ Everything ran together in my mind and 
I knew.I wasn’t making sense. Pounding 
up the stairs to my own room, I could 
hear them whispering behind me. I didn’t 
care what they were saying; I didn’t care 
what they were thinking. I was sick and 
tired of being an orphan. I hated the 
handouts. and the hand-me-downs. 


¢@ FLOPPING ACROSS my bed, I sobbed 
Out my agony. “I want to belong to some- 
one,” I moaned. “I want to be the big thing 
in someone’s life. I want to be loyed—” 
Suddenly I quit moaning as the thought 
popped into my mind. You can have a 
home of your own, 1 told myself. I was 


thinking of Bart and of how he had. 


kissed me. In that very second I made 
up my mind what I was going to do. 

When Bart called me for a date, it made 
me think that what I had in mind was 
right for both of us. I felt it was a sign 
somehow. : 

“I brought hot dogs and buns,” Bart 
said when he drove up in his old jalopy. 
“We can have a picnic.” : 
When I slipped into the seat beside him, 
he began to whistle. “Good old summer- 
time,” he said finally. “Gee, three whole 
months to romp around in before the grind 
grabs me again!” He sounded like a kid 
just out of school—which he was. 

“What grind is going to grab you come 
fall?” L asked lightly. But my breath was 
a little tight in my throat. I didn’t want 
Bart to be going away to college or some 
other place. 

“The man beside you is going to be a 
big wheel in advertising,” he laughed. 
“Gotta learn how to write copy, gotta 
learn how to do layouts—just plain gotta 
study like a fool for a year or so.” 


. “That sure sounds great,” I said. And. 


it did, too. Bart was ambitious and J 
liked that. I liked it maybe even more 
than the way his hair curled. back from 
his forehead, crinkly now because he -had 
tried a crewcut, or the way his skin, was 
‘So tan and his eyes brown like berries. 


_ And maybe I even liked his ambitiousness 


better than the way he kissed, because I 
knew that a guy who had ambition would 
be able to make a home all right, no mat- 
ter what. That “no matter what” was a 
warning, but I didn’t want to listen to it. 

We drove awhile, and then we stopped 


. me, 


= 


and cooked the hot dogs over a little camp- 
fire. Then Bart took me in his arms. My 
mouth blazed up to meet his lips. My 
arms went around his neck as if I owned 
him... . . 

“Hey, there, you with that light in your 
eyes,” he laughed and pushed me away 
from him. 

I pouted. “I just wanted to give you a 
real kiss,” I said. 

He shook his head and looked solemn. 
“Can't afford real kisses,” he said. He was 
fighting to make his voice sound light and 
easy but he wasn’t having much luck. 
“Eighteen months of school and no stops 
on the way, you know,” he reminded me. 

I laughed as if what he said wasn’t im- 
portant at all. But I noticed that he was 
looking at me with that light in his eyes, 
too. He hadn’t looked at me that way last 


night. Suddenly, I wished that he would | 


forget he had to go to school. I wished 
he would pull me up against him and 
simply smother me with kisses. It was a 
new feeling for me but I knew what it was 
—it was a girl wanting her own man. IT 
knew Bart was feeling something, too. But 
he kissed me quickly on the tip of the 
nose, like I was a cuddly puppy or some- 
thing, and swung to his feet. 

“It’s been a nice picnic,” he said. 

If I hadn’t been so busy feeling sorry 
for myself, I would have thought more 
about Bart and his dreams. Because I 
realized then that*I really loved him. Or 
at least | knew that I wanted more from 


_him than just the escape I thought he 


offered me—the escape from Uncle Jed 
and Aunt Rose—and Betty. And I sup- 
posed that that was love. 
ever felt that way about anyone else! 

When.Bart didn’t call me again, it made 
me sick. But I kept thinking about how 
he had looked-at me. He felt like 1 did, 
I told myself again. Two people in love 
can make out. Veterans and lots of other 
people go to school after they're married. 
Thinking it straight out like that made my 
cheeks turn hot, because I knew that Bart 
Ferris was thinking more about advertis- 
ing than he was about love. 

1 could make it easier for him, 1 
thought. J could work and help him with 


his studies, too. It actually never entered. 


my mind, except in brief flashes, that I 
was doing wrong. J love Bart. He loves 
Why shouldn't we be together? 1 
could have a home of my own. I could 
make a home for him. I could help him. 


' I told myself that a hundred times as I 


walked down to the Tiger Inn where all 
the high school kids hung out. 

Bart was playing the pinball machine 
and lots of the boys and girls were stand- 
ing around watching him. I saw his eyes 
light up for a minute when he saw me. 
Then they darkened suddenly, and he 
turned his eyes away. I knew that didn’t 
mean-he didn’t like me. It was just that 
he didn’t want to take any chances. 

“T brought the hot dogs this time,” I 
said and waved a big brown sack under 
his nose. 

He looked around at all the kids. Maybe 
he would have said “no” if they hadn’t 
been there. But Bart wouldn’t hurt or 
embarrass anybody. He gave the machine 
a last quick flip and walked with me out 
to the jalopy. a 

From that day on, for the rest of that 


summer, Bart and I had a lot of fun to- 


IT sure hadn't . 


~ his school and how he wanted it. 


gether. He would kiss me often, too, some- 
times when we lay along the creek bank 
in each other’s arms. But Bart didn’t say 
anything about being in love with me. 
Most of the time he just talked about 
school and what an eager beaver he was 
about getting started. For my part, it 
was so good to be with him that I didn’t 
think about much else. When I lay ‘back 
on his arm or put my head against his 
breast and felt him kissing my hair, I 
knew he loved me. I knew I belonged to 
someone. That was all that mattered. 

At least it was all that mattered until 
one sunny afternoon towards the end of 
summer when Bart said, “Well, playtime 
is about over. No more dates, no more 
anything for a year or so, now.” 

The blood pounded through my veins. 
Fear clutched at me. J can’t stand being 
lonely and without Bart, not now, not after 
this summer, 1 thought. I had been drift- 
ing happily along, thinking we had all the 
time in the world. Now I knew that time 
had stopped. Frantically, I turned on my 
side and threw my arms around Bart. I 
brought my face up tight against his, and 
then before I knew it, I was crying. 

“Don’t cry,” he said. “Don’t cry.” 

That made me feel foolish. I knew he 
-felt my wet tears on his cheek. I loosened 
my hold on him then and sat up quickly, 
clasping my hands around my _ knees. 
Rocking back and forth, I made a little 
moaning sound. I didn’t want to, but .I_ 
couldn’t help it. I just couldn’t bear to be 
without Bart. What will it be like not to 
belong to someone again? 


@ BART PUT his arm around my shoul- 
ders and gently drew me to him. My hair 
brushed up against his face, and I could 
feel the pressure of his lips as he kissed 
my hair. He pulled me tighter. 

“Tl be lonely without you, too, Linda, 
he said. “But school—well, you know 
how I feel about school.” __ 

I could hear my breath catch in my 
throat as I made a little whimpering sound. 
Bart crushed me to him, turning my head 


so that he could kiss me. He smothered 


me with kisses. My whole body reached 
out to him. For a minute I thought about 
Then 1 
forgot everything in a need that was be- 
yond my power to control. ; 

“Love me, Bart,” I pleaded. “All of my 
life I’ve wanted to be loved.” 

It was hard to tell if he heard me or 
not. His eyes were bright like they had 
been once or twice before. His mouth — 


crushed down on mine again. With my 


arms tight around his broad shoulders I 
held him to me. 

“Darling,” he said. “Darling.” 

Then, even at the last minute, I felt as 
if he were going to pull away from me. 
Pressing against him so that we almost 
melted into each other, I whispered again, 
“Love me, Bart. Love me, because you're 
all I’ve got.” : 

I was sick in more ways than one when _ 
I had to tell Bart that we were going to _ 
have a baby. He hadn’t been seeing much — 
of me since school had started, and I felt 
that he wanted to forget the whole thing 

“T knew it would happen,” he groaned. 
“[ just knew it would. Oh, Linda, ‘why—” 
Then he looked at me like he was seeing 
me for the first time. tees 

In that instant I knew that he knew 
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why. If I had been good, if I had been 
thinking about him instead of me, it would 
never have happened. We both knew it. 
Somehow the home that I had hoped for 
didn’t seem so wonderful. Being the 
center of somebody’s life didn’t seem so 
important either—not when I looked at 


Bart’s white face and into his tortured eyes. 


“T’ll work so you can go to school,” I 
promised. quickly. 

His voice was sharp and scornful. “I’ve 
heard that folks just love to have a girl 
swing a baby across her hip while she 
waits tables—or whatever it is you think 
you might be able to do.” 

I. wanted to run. I wanted to get out 
of his sight. But I told myself, as I had 
done many times before, Jt will be all 
right. Then I said to Bart, “It doesn’t 
matter whether I’m trained to work or not, 
or whether folks like babies on the job or 
not—not now. The only thing that counts 
is the baby.” 

Bart kind of patted me then. “I know,” 
he said. “It’s rugged for both of us.” 


Ever since I Rad been a child, I had ~ 


dreamed of having babies—just like all 
girls do when they play house with their 
dolls. And I had never thought of it as 
rugged. I had only thought about what I 
would do for my child. My child will 
have a home—and a father and a mother 
and love, 1 had always thought. My baby 
will have everything! Now I winced away 
from Bart’s words. Shivering all over, I 
waited for him to tell me what we were 
going to do next. 


@ WE WERE married in a little town 
eighty miles away from Elmore and in 
another state. That way we were sure that 
our home town paper wouldn’t get hold of 
the notice of our marriage. 

Bart rented an apartment, if you can 
call one room with a kitchen about the 
size of a good clothes closet an apartment. 


“Tt was a funny thing though—when we 


hung our clothes up, on the rod behind 
the flowered curtain, I felt that we had 
really moved in. The little gas stove with 
its two burners looked darling. The dishes 
in the rickety wall cabinet looked pretty, 
too. 


Inpulsively I turned to Bart. I knew 


that my eyes were glowing because I, 


could feel the glow all through me. “It’s 
a precious home, Bart,” I said softly. 
“I'm going to love it.” 

Bart grinned kind of a crooked grin 
and it twisted my heart to think what a 
kid he was to be setting up housekeeping. 
“We'll be all right,” he said quietly. Then 
he put his arm around me the way he 
hadn’t done for a long time. “Maybe 
having a baby won’t be so bad after all.” 


’ Then he grinned again. “It’s not everyone 


that can be a father before he’s nineteen, 
I guess.” 

My face flushed. My hands turned cold. 
Bart had turned back toward the kitchen 
and couldn’t see the red spots I could feel 
burning in my. cheeks. “How about a 
spot of coffee to start our life off to- 
gether?” he called cheerfully. Then he 


- turned on me suddenly. “Can you cook?” 


he barked. : 

I thought Pd never laugh again, but he 
looked so funny standing there, growling 
like a gruff giant. “I've got a surprise for 
you, lord and master,” I giggled. “I can 


cook like anything. Aunt Rose—” I broke 


x 


off, remembering how I had hated all the 
time Aunt Rose had made me take from 
my play to learn to cook. Now no one 
can tell me what to do, not ever again. 
This is my home, my own home. With a 
breathless little sob, I threw myself into 
Bart’s arms. “I'll be a good wife,” I 
promised. 

Being a good wife wasn’t so easy though. 
Bart had to get a‘job for afternoons and 
another one for evenings so we could 
make out. He wouldn’t give up, school 
and that took his mornings. 
my job at the dime store on the square, 
we barely had enough to get by on. And 
Bart was tired all the time. When I called 
him to get up in the mornings, he looked 
as if he would like to bite me. . 

I didn’t feel so hot myself, and that 


‘didn’t make things any simpler. I worked 


as long as they would let me. Even after 
I heard the girls whispering about my not 
losing any time getting started on a family, 
I kept on working. : 

Uncle Jed came into the store to see me. 
He told me that he and Aunt Rose wanted 
to help me. “Betty's making some baby 
clothes for you,” he said gently. I didn’t 
know how I felt at that minute. Sort of 
like I wanted to break up inside maybe. 
But it only lasted a minute. 

“You've done enough for me,” I said 
stiffly. “We'll make out. Bart has a good 
iODes is 

Uncle Jed cut in. “Bart has two good 
jobs, I understand,” he said. “Listen, 
Linda, he’s just a boy. He won't be able 
16-4 
“He’s old enough to be a father,” I re- 
jninded him before he could say any more. 
“Besides we've got our own home :. .” 

“That’s all you've ever wanted, isn’t it?” 
he asked softly. 

I nodded my -head at him. His eyes 

looked so strange. If he hadn’t been such 
a big husky man, I would have sworn that 
he was going to cry. I couldn’t understand 
why he would be so hurt. What else would 
I want but a home of my own—when I 
had been an orphan and had never had 
one? S : 
His shoulders were drooping as he 
turned away. I didn’t know why, but that 
hurt me, too. “Goodbye, Uncle Jed,” I 
called after him. “Thank you for coming 
in.” 

“If you ever need anything,” he said. 
Then his voice broke. I nodded my head 
at him like a promise and watched him 
leave. 

When it was almost time for the baby 
to come, Bart got out the baking-powder 
can we kept on the top shelf of the cup- 
board to see how much money we had. 
Most of what I had made had gone into 
it, but we had had to tap it several times 
after I quit. Bart began counting the 
money. It didn’t look like much. He-sort 
of groaned when he got through. + 

“I know how you'll hate it,” he said, 
“but you'll just have. to go to the City 
Hospital.” He looked like he was about 
thirty and had lived the last ten years at 
a fierce clip. 


until later though. 
- “If you hadn’t kept on at school—” I 
began. 2 
“You knew I was going to school when 
you decided that I was going to be the 
father of your child,” he snapped, ~ 
“When / decided?” I shouted. We glared 


Even with. 


I didn’t think about that _ 


at each other with a look of something 
very close to hate blazing from our faces. 
Then I put my head down on the table 
and began to cry. “I’ve always had to 
take charity,” I sobbed. “Ever since I can 
remember. I can’t see why I should mind 
so much now. Maybe it’s because of the 
baby.” But I knew it wasn’t because of 
the baby. A baby wouldn’t care where it 
was born. It was myself I was feeling 
sorry for. : 

But, it was enough to make Bart relent. 


He got up and put his arms around me. 


“I didn’t mean to remind you... 

I glared at him again, the tears making. 
my face feel tight and drawn as they 
suddenly dried. “Even my husband ,mar- 
ried me out of pity,” I said. 

He sat back down then and just looked 
at. me for the longest time. At last he 
spoke. His voice was as tired as his words 
were. “It’s just that I’m so worried all 
the time, I guess,” he explained. “I don’t 
mean to be mean. I really don’t.” 

“If you would only quit school,” I said 

again. - 
He shook his head slowly. “There’s no 
way to make you understand,” he. said. 
“If there had been a way, we would have 
found it a long time ago. But you don’t 
want to understand. You can’t even re- 
member that I don’t have any folks either. 
You can’t even imagine how I might like 
to change my life, too. You can’t see how 
I have to get ahead because you... .” 


@ I HAD FORGOTTEN all about Bart not 
having folks and I was ashamed. I crawled 
up on his lap and put my face against 
his. He kissed me on top of the head. I 
knew it was just habit but it made me 
feel a lot better anyhow. Suddenly we 
were sitting there whimpering together 
like a couple of lost kids. We both felt 
better after that though. 

I can’t say that Bart didn’t like Carol 
because it wouldn’t be true. The night she 


-was born he looked at her like he could 


just swallow her whole. Only- she cried a 
lot in the morning and he couldn't study. 
Sometimes he would tear up a dozen 
sheets of paper before he got one layout 
right on the board. Sometimes he got so 
upset -that he tore the one he had done 
down and threw the thumbtacks all over 
the room. Then again he would try to 
write copy and get so mad that he might 
as well have been writing Greek. 

He got so he said, “Can’t you keep her 
quiet?” oftener than he said anything else. 
I got so I kept Carol in the small kitchen 
more than anywhere else. Bart never went 
to’ work on either job though, without 
coming in to hold her for a minute. Some- 
times he even looked at her the way he 
had looked at her when she was born. 

I kept telling myself that it might help 
for us to love each other more now—now 
that Carol was here.’ One day Bart sailed 
out after a particularly frantic morning. 
That night when he came home, I was 
dressed as slick as I could be. Later I sat 
on his lap and stroked his hair. He sighed 
every time I touched him. I couldn't tell 
if it was because he was tired and worried 


as usual or if it was because he just didn’t — 


want me to touch him. 

When we went to bed, I turned his face 
over towards mine and kissed him full on 
the mouth. He didn’t turn away from me., 
but I could tell (Continued on page 46) 
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My Past 


Came Back 


Once, even his glance had been enough to stir me into a frenzy of desire... even when I had 


disliked him, my body screamed to be taken. And now this mad desire was bock to haunt me 


@ I HAD BEEN married to Ken for four years when Joe 
came back. I opened the kitchen door one morning in 
mid-May to throw out a pan of dishwater, and saw Joe 
standing there. 

He was wearing a pair of soiled khaki pants and a 
T shirt that was wet across the shoulders. It was a muggy 
morning—the fog still lay in the bottom lands by the 
creek, and even at ten o’clock the sky looked hot. Joe 
flipped away a cigarette and a grin split his thin, intensely 
handsome face. 

“Hi, Maggie,” he said. 
me.” That old mocking quality was in his voice. 
you'd have done cartwheels!” 

“What are you doing here?” I said, hiding the way my 
voice was shaking. I brushed back the hair that was 
pasted against my forehead by the heat. “I thought you’d 
gone away for good.” 

Joe laughed easily. He said, “You think too much, 
Maggie. You always did.” His gray eyes slid over the 
lawn outside, taking in the flower beds I’d coaxed into 
bloom, and the picnic table that Ken had made from some 
old two-by-fours and a couple of sawhorses. “Nice place 
you got here, Maggie,” he said, “but I: still have trouble 
thinking of you as a farmer’s wife. You used to think 
Ken Latham was beneath you, Maggie—way beneath you. 
What changed your mind, baby?” 

There was more than idle curiosity in the eyes he turned 
once more on my face. There was conviction! My heart 
almost split wide open. To think I'd loved him once— 
loved him terribly! 

Ken was working in the north twenty. I could hear the 
sound of the old ten-twenty tractor. I thought of Ken— 
tall and too thin, his face too lined for his years, the 
worried look that would come into his eyes when he 
figured the profit on his cash crops. A wife and kids, 
a farm mortgaged beyond its worth. 

I tied the strings of my apron tighter in back. I spoke 
carefully, trying to put sureness into my voice. “Nothing 


“You don’t look. happy io see 
“Once 


changed my mind about Ken. I never thought him be- 
neath me.” 

Joe just laughed. His eyes went lazily over me, linger- 
ing on all the wrong places, and I hated myself because 
once even his very glance had been enough to stir me 
into a frenzy of desire. Even while I had disliked him, my 
body had screamed to be taken! Shame and self-scorn 
curled in me. J should have told Ken about Joe, before, 
I thought. J should have told him! A cold wind blew itself 
out against my heart. Why has Joe come here now after 
all these years? 

“You look cool, Maggie, real cool,” Joe said softly. 
“Even in that old woman’s dress and those horrible shoes, 
you got something, baby.” He stepped inside the kitchen 
suddenly, shoving the screen door wide open with a 
powerful sweep of his arm. “You haven’t even asked me 
in, Maggie. Where are your manners?” 

“What do you want?” I asked, and my heart thumped 
painfully. 


Joe didn’t answer me. He was glancing around the 


‘kitchen—at the big gas stove and the washing machine. 


Ken had gone into debt to get them for me, but he'd 
insisted. The white curtains at the windows were freshly 
washed and ironed and the worn linoleum was scrubbed 
and waxed. I tried to keep a clean house for Ken. In the 
play pen by the two south windows, Barbara and Billy, my 
fifteen-month-old twins, were contentedly playing. They 
glanced up at Joe for a minute, and then went back to the 
game they had been playing. Grownups never interested 
them for long at a time. They were almost identical— 
Barbara with her dark hair and blue eyes and her round 
face, and Billy with the same dark hair, only straight 
instead of curly, his face a little thinner. They were both 
the picture of Ken. 

“You keep a nice house, Maggie,” Joe said. “You 
surprise me. There are things about you I never did 
understand. Maybe I shouldn’t have gone away. Maybe I 
should have stayed. Can’t you (Continued on page 62) 


Joe covered my mouth with his. 
“You talk too much, baby,” he said. 
“You want this as bad as |! do.” 


@ I ALWAYS THINK of it as beginning that day in 
the high school gym, when I tried out for the majorette 
corps—the one day I'll remember out of all other dark 
days for blackness and despair—the day when I had 
nothing left to hope for. Actually, that day was an 
ending or turning point, for better or worse, for all 
the rest of my life. 
golden chance, though I didn’t realize that until almost 
too late. 

The real beginning was back in August, a month 
earlier, when Polly White and I met Earl Haines and 
Jack Dayton. The fellows picked us up in Earl’s 


* convertible on the stone bridge over Concord Creek. 


It was our favorite pickup place that summer. 

“It’s your sexy walk, Ona,” Polly said, admiringly. 
“Like a red light—stops ‘em every time.” 

Polly had been going steady with Al Jones for two 
years, but Al was working at a summer hotel over 
on the beach, so Polly walked with me to the stone 
bridge for dates. 

We knew pickups were supposed to be dangerous, 
though we never heard about it at home. Neither 
Polly’s folks nor mine ever knew where we were or 
what we did. But we thought we could take care of 
ourselves. 

We never got in a car with a boy we didn’t know 
by sight, usually fellows from Manchester Avenue. 
Besides, they were one-time dates, who dropped you 
if you wouldn’t go all the way, first time out. Polly 
was being true to Al. As for me, even with my walk 


In a way, it was a great big 


and the way I got talked about, I'd never gone all - 
the way with any boy. ~ 

And I had been talked about. I was Ona Hebert, 
the youngest of the no-account Heberts. Pop drank 
what little he made. Mama worked in the mill, paid 
the rent and fought with Pop. My two brothers never 
came back home after their Army service. My sister, 
Joan, who'd been my ideal, had to get married, and 


-was lucky she could. 


Everybody in the New Hampshire mill town knew 
about us Heberts—“handsome good-for-nothings,” they 
called us. At eighteen, I looked like the others, black 
hair and violet eyes fringed with long black lashes.. 
I had a good figure, too—wore a 34 bra and a 22 
belt. Polly had always envied my figure but her own 
had filled out since she’d been going with Al. Polly 
is two months younger that I, and she’s small and 
dark—the kitten type. Together, we made a great 
team. 

We'd been picking up boys since we were thirteen. 
How else were we to meet them? You sure couldn’t 
have company at our dirty, neglected homes. As for 
school, everybody else from our part of town had 


dropped out at sixteen. Somehow, Polly and I stuck 
it out, earning spending money and clothes by work- 
ing at the Variety Store, summer vacations and week- 
ends. 

We were in school but we didn’t really belong. 
No bids for clubs or parties or dates with nice boys. 
So we walked South Main (Continued on page 22) 


My, flesh burned and my skin 
crawled as | heard the familiar 
calls and whistles, making it 
plain what they thought of me. 


| was cheap. | was 


common. | was the town pick- 


up—and it showed. 


What did | have to be 
proud of? So | 
didn’t push Jack away. 


1 no longer cared 


Y 


pe 


Sm 


Street and fellows whistled and we talked 
to them on street corners. Polly had met 
Al that way on his first day in town. 

For all I talked big and acted bold, I 
held on to a dream. Don’t know how I 
kept it after what happened to my sister 
and some other girls from Mill Street. 
It was harder still after listening to Polly. 
She didn’t say she was shacking up with 
Al, but she’d coax me to get a steady 
fellow. 

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” 
she’d prod. “Besides, older fellows give 
you presents, like that red coat Al gave 
me.” 

Still, I hoped it might be different for 
me. I kept thinking 1 might meet some 
fellow 1 could trust, who would really 
want to take care of me. The August 
night | met Earl Haines, I thought my 
dream had come true. 

@ I RECOGNIZED him as he slowed the 
green convertible. His father was a doctor 
on Manchester Avenue. Two years before, 
Earl had been a basketball star at high 
school. He was tall, blond and as good- 
looking as a guy in a sports car ad. 

- With him was Jack Dayton. Jack’s me- 
dium tall, with thick shoulders and brown 
curly hair that won't stay combed. He 
had an anxious, angry way of talking. 
Polly was stuck with him. I heard him 
talking in a braggy voice about flunking 
out of college and how he was waiting 
to be drafted. 

Earl drove.. We went to Silver Lake to 
dance. From the first minute, Earl and 
I got on like a dream. He didn’t say, 
“Hi, ya,” and start pawing. He talked 
about things that he liked and that I liked, 
too. Every minute I got happier. 

Jack and Polly fussed all evening, but 
1 wasn’t really paying any heed to them. 
I only danced with Jack because it’s usual 
for couples to switch. At least, with Jack, 
1 could see Earl dancing with Polly and 
catch his secret look across the floor. 

My mind was miles from Jack, when 
suddenly he said, “I could go for you, 
Ona.” 

When I realized what he said, I laughed. 
“What’s the matter? Can’t you make any 
time with Polly?” 

“Who wants to?” His arm tightened 
around me. “You're beautiful, Ona.” 

“Well, thanks, but 1 have a date to- 
night.” 

“Tomorrow?” Right then, the music 
stopped and Earl was coming toward me. 
I didn’t answer Jack at all. 


Riding back to town, I was quiet, 


ay 


dreading what Earl would do next. I” 


thought if he made a pass, I couldn’t bear 
it, not after this perfect evening. 1 wanted 
everything right between Earl and me. 
1 wanted it so badly I even told him I 
lived on Mill Street. I heard Polly gasp 
but 1 thought I'd let him know the worst. 

The street, 


with its brick sidewalk and _ 


ugly 


little stone houses, never looked 
dingier. Earl stopped at my house where 
a dirty curtain flapped at the window and 
trash littered the yard. I was ashamed, 
but at least he knew, - 

Jack took Polly across the street to her 
house, and Earl walked me to the door, 
like I was a Manchester Avenue date. 
Then he asked if he could meet me the 
next night at eight. : 

Never as Jong as I live, will I be as 
happy as I was that night and all that 
week, dating Earl. I'd been told I was 
good-looking but that week, I felt beauti- 


ful—shining, and clean and special. Earl 
liked me. 
We talked like friends. He told me 


about his college, upstate. He talked about 
high school and was surprised I remem- 
bered him being on the basketball team 
and in the Glee Club. 

When he asked what clubs I was in, I 
said none, but I didn’t tell him Polly and 
I made fun of sororities and service or- 
ganizations. Really I guess we hated them 
because no one ever asked us to join. I 
did say I had wanted to be a majorette 
and might do it yet. : 

“Isn’t it a bit 
year?” 

Most girls did start training in junior 
high, but I said I thought I could still 
make it. I didn’t really believe that or I'd 
have tried for it. It was the one thing I 
really wanted to do. At home, I practiced 
with the mop handle—we didn’t use it 
for much else—but I never had the cour- 
age to put my name down at school. 

“You certainly would dress up a pa- 
rade,” Earl said. We were sitting in his 
car, up at Tall Pines. He reached over 
and touched my hair. “You might come 
with the band for the annual state com- 
petition. That’s held on our campus.” 


late—in your senior 


+» [| thought how it would be with me, in 


a bright coat and white shorts and high 
boots, swinging a baton and smiling. 

Almost timidly, I said, “Would you 
be proud of me?” : 

“I sure would,” Earl said softly. “I'd 
say, ‘See that beautiful twirler? She’s my 
girl’ ” 

Then he kissed me and said sweet 
things about how much we had to do in 
a few short weeks, before he went back 
to college. He was sorry he hadn’t found 
me sooner. I was only thankful he’d-found 
me at all. 

Next morning, at work at the Variety 
Store, Polly looked at me and laughed. 
“Another date with dreamboat last night? 
It’s written all over you.” 

“And tomorrow night, too. And on 
Sunday, he invited me to his uncle’s place 
at Wilbur’s Notch.” 

“Visiting family?” Polly frowned, as she 
took the covers off her counter. “Take it 
real easy, Ona. After all, he is Man- 
chester Avenue.” 

“He’s different,” I said. 

“Want to bet?’ she asked. Then, “Say, 
that Jack Dayton is still hankering for you. 
Ran into him last night.” 

“Oh, him.” I said indifferently, dusting 
my stock. Polly kept talking across the 
counter to me. 


“He’s not bad. 1 could have gone for 


him myself, if it wasn’t for Al. _ Jack's 
got a summer job at the’ garage.” ~ 
“He’s Manchester Avenue, too,” I re- 


minded her. 


SR: 


turning away from that look. 


“Not like Earl Haines. Jack’s mother 
works at the library. They live with his 
grandmother, Mrs. Ellis.” 

I knew the place—a big green house 
with turrets and iron dogs on the lawn. 
It was just down the block from Dr. 
Haines’ house. But Polly was right. Jack, 
with his angry, talky ways didn’t act like 
he came from the same place as Earl. 
Not, I figured, that it mattered. I just 
wasn’t interested. 

At noon that day, Jack came into the 
store, in work clothes. He said he had a 
car, too. He wanted to drive Polly and 
me to Maine on Sunday, where Al was 
working. 

“I hate to do Polly out of a chance to 
see Al, but I have a date.” 

Jack leaned on the counter. “How about 
Monday evening or maybe Wednesday?” 
His face was grimy from the morning’s 
work, making his lashes paler and his 
eyes bluer—so blue they seemed to bore 
right into me. 

“T have a date all those nights,” I said, 
“In fact, 
I’m going steady now.” 

“With Earl Haines?” 

“Does it matter to you?” I asked lightly. 

“It'll matter to you, if you think he’s 
going steady,” Jack cracked. Annoyed, I 
pretended to be busy. Finally 1 said the 
manager was watching and he’d have to 
go. How could he know how it was be- 
tween Earl and me? 


@ ON SUNDAY, I was waiting on the 
step when Earl came. I wore a new cotton 
skirt and sweater, and carried my swim 
things in a new bag, so I wouldn’t shame 
Earl before his aunt. It was a beautiful 
drive, the cool air fragrant with pines and 
the valley misty as we climbed the moun- 
tain road. Then beyond the Notch, the 
lake, dark blue and lovely in a circle of 
pines. 

Earl stopped before a cabin, with bright 
curtains on the windows and flower boxes 
outside, I was trembling when he got out 
of the car. I'd never been in a house like 
this nor met people like his aunt and 
uncle. I hoped I wouldn’t do or say any- 
thing to. embarrass him. 

' Watching him go up the path—tall, 
handsome and confident, I was so proud 
to be with him, it hurt. Then I stared. 
He was reaching over the door top and~ 
was getting a key. 

~“Come on, Ona,” he called. 
ours.” 

“Ours?” I echoed, getting out of the 
car. “You mean there’s no one home?” 

“They often let me use it when they’re 
away,” he said indifferently. “Hurry and 
change, so we can have a swim.” 

It was a real dream place but the joy 
had gone out of it for me. I was scared 
and uncertain and bitterly disappointed, 
but I tried to smile as he showed me into 
a bedroom. With shaking hands, I changed 
my clothes and argued with myself. 

So his folks weren’t home. It might be 
more fun this way. But should 1 tell 
him how | felt about being alone with 
him? Or would he think I was a sus- 
picious character from the slums who 
didn’t know how nice people behaved? 

_ Finally Earl called me. Nervously I 
tugged my cap into place and went out 
to meet him. He wore short blue swim 
trunks that accented his big bare body — 


“It’s all 


and long strong legs. I was aware of my 
own short red suit and felt naked.” 
But Earl gave me one quick look that 


hand and ran with me, down the path 
and into the cold clear water of the lake. 
In a few minutes, I forgot my fears. The 
day was bright, the water fine and Earl 
was a marvelous swimmer. I’m pretty 
good myself and he showed me tricks, like 
making flips and roll overs. It was fun. 
We were laughing when we finally came 
out of the water. 

Earl said there was a shower at the 
back of the house. He gave me a towel, 
big as a sheet, said I could wrap myself 
in that and leave my wet suit outside. The 
shower had hot water, a real luxury for 
me, so I took extra long. 7 

When I finally came along the side 
porch, wrapped in the towel and shaking 
my hair free, Earl was waiting. His hair 
was combed and he was wearing dry, 
khaki shorts. He had a glass in his hand. 

“Thought you’d like a drink. Tastes 
good after a swim.” 

- “Later,” I said, clutching the big towel 
tighter. 

Smiling, he put the glass down and 
came: toward me. I started toward the 
bedroom door, but he caught my hand, 
pulled me to him. 

“X& kiss tastes good, too,” he said softly. 
“Fresh and sweet, without make-up.” 


4 1 OPENED MY mouth to protest but 
his lips covered mine, pressed smotheringly 
against them. My eyes flew wide, my body. 
stiffened, as I tried to draw away. His 
hand was beneath the towel, moving along 
my back. The big towel parted and I felt 
his bare legs against mine. 

Red lights danced before my eyes, my 
skin burned and my stomach heaved. My 
mind, my body, my very soul seemed in 
revolt—in fury and shame and disgust. 
I managed to wrench my lips free, tried 
to plead, then to struggle. 

Earl didn’t seem to hear as his big 
hands ran over my body, his lips moved 
over my face, my neck. Steadily, he was 
forcing me down on the long chaise. 

As my legs bent under me, I reached 
out with a free hand, snatched a slim, 
wrought iron lamp. 

“Stop it,” I screamed, “or Ill break 
your head.” 

Earl stumbled back, stared at me. For 
a moment, I could only hear the echo of 
the fierce, rough words, that I had heard 
Mama scream. at Pop on many a Satur- 
day night. Shaking, I put down the lamp 
and clutching the towel, ran to the bath- 
room and was sick. 

It_was an hour before I was able to 
dress. When I came out, Earl, too, was 
fully dressed and had made coffee. He 
was pale, his mouth sullen and his eyes 
cold, but he politely insisted I have coffee. 
I could scarcely hold the cup. 

“Pm very sorry,” I managed. “I 
meatr® =%.77- a 


“You went along willingly enough for a 
week’s build-up. You agreed to come.” 
“But it was your uncle’s house,” I 
faltered. “I—I thought it was for a visit.” 
“A visit?” he glanced at me sharply. 
“Did you think I would bring you . . .” 
‘He bit off the words but I knew wha 


glowed with approval. Then he caught my ~ 


“What- do you mean?” he snapped. © 


he meant. He didn’t look at me. “Ap-- 


parently we were both mistaken,” he said 
softly. “I'll take you home.” : 

I thought of that long drive. “Tt’s so 
far. Can’t I go by bus?” 

“You could at that,” he said, almost 
gratefully. “There’s a bus from the lake 
at four. Vl run you down.” 

He bought my ticket and put me aboard. 
I managed to smile and thank him, in front 
of the other passengers. But all through 
the long ride, I stared out the window 
and cried. “ 

I managed to get home without seeing 
anyone I knew. I crept upstairs, pulled 
off my.clothes and dropped into the rum- 


pled bed. I slept at once. When I awoke,” 


it was getting light. I felt that awful 
twisting hurt and shame, and remem- 
bered. I lay staring at the dusty window, 
trying to think. 

Was I wrong? Was I a fool? If loved 
Earl. Why should I have fought him? 
Maybe #& was because I wanted him to 
love me, not merely want me. He didn’t 
even like. me or he wouldn’t have—or 
would he? Polly said all men were like 
that. Maybe I was wrong. 

There was no one to ask, no one to 
talk to. I wouldn’t even tell Polly. She 
might guess, but: if I didn’t tell her, she 
wouldn't really know. And maybe Earl 
would come back. He had wanted me. 
Perhaps he’d think more of me now, be 
sorry... 

When it was light, I got up, washed at 
the iron sink and made some breakfast. 
Then I practiced how bright and cheerful 


I was going to be: 


At work, I told Polly I had quarreled 
with Earl, and wasn’t going to see him 
again. At the same time, I was thinking 
that if he came back, I could say we made 
up. 
“You're putting on,” Polly said. “You're 
real gone on him, Ona. I bet he asked 
you, and you wouldn't.” 

“Why should 1? He’s not going to be 
around. He goes back to college right 
after Labor Day.” ~ 

“That’s right,” Polly agreed. “No point, 
if you can’t go steady.” Then she bright- 
ened up. “Al's coming home on Labor 
Day. Maybe Jack will drive us over and 
get him—if you'll come along.” 

I shrugged. “Maybe, if Jack asks me.” 
To myself, 1 added, if Earl hasn’t come 
hack by then. 

But Earl didn’t come back and Jack 
did ask me. He also told me Earl had 
gone to Boston. for a week, and from there 
was going back to college. 

“I’m not interested in where he’s going.” 
1 lied, but the day crawled by and my 
heart stopped, with hope at every shadow 
that crossed my counter. 

Because I couldn’t bear to be alone, I 
went out with Jack but I was horrible to 
him. I wouldn’t let him touch me or 
kiss me. I wouldn’t go to drive-in movies 


with him, or even hold hands at’ the 


Bijou. I didn’t know it then, but I was 
punishing Jack for not being Earl Haines. 

On Labor Day, we drove to Maine and 
got Al. He’s the same age as Jack— 
twenty-one, fall, thin, dark and gangly. 
He and Polly made crazy love on the 
back seat all the way home. 

1 sat so far over on the front seat that 
Jack told me to be sure the door was 


Jocked, or I'd fall out. I kept the radio 


turned up, to cover sounds from the back 


Pee, 


and the silence between us. If I had 
never seen Jack again, after that, I 
wouldn’t have been surprised, but he was 
at the store the very next day. 

On Monday, schoolopened. Sitting in 
my home room, listening to bright talk 
from the teacher, I wondered what I was 
doing there, with those seniors who got 
good marks, belonged to clubs and were 
a real part of the school. I kept thinking, 
I won't come back. I’m eighteen. I'll quit 
and go to work. I might as well admit 
I've lost. I'll never hear from Earl again. 

Then in gym, Miss Hopkins announced 
they would take a few senior. candidates 
for the Majorette Corps. Tryouts were to 
be at three o’clock. After class, 1 went to 
the bulletin board and signed up. + 

Polly was delighted. “You'll run away 
with it, Ona.” 

I was really on fire. That afternoon, I 
practiced at home with the mop handle. 
That evening, Polly and I went out with 
Al and Jack. Right off, she told the 
fellows. : 

Neither of them was working. Jack’s 
summer job was through and Al hadn’t 
gotten a new job. They said they'd drop 
in at the gym next afternoon. 

“We'll cheer for you,” Jack said. “You 
can’t miss.” . 

I felt real confident when I went in to 
the gym, in shirt and shorts, and sat with 
the others. They were mostly girls from ~ 
other schools. Some had majorette train- 
ing but not one was really good-looking 
nor had a figure to compare with mine. 
I was already thinking how it would be 
next spring, when I got off the bus with 
the band, and Earl saw me. 


@ THEN MISS Hopkins came in with 
Mr. Mazer, who directs the band. Miss 
Hopkins is thirtyish and tall. She talked to 
us, saying all had an equal chance, de- 
pending on general appearance and ability 
to walk gracefully. However, they needed 
only two girls and six were trying out, 
so she gave the usual stuff about good 
sportsmanship. Then we were called 
alphabetically. 

My heart hammered as | watched the 
first two girls, walking to music, heads _ 
high. I could do that good, I thought. 
The kids in the stand clapped. I glanced 
over and spotted Polly and the boys in the 
back row. Then it was my turn. 

1 was shaking inside but I kept my head 
high and.a-smile on my mouth. The music 
started, I walked slowly, then I got the 
same tingling feeling, as I did walking 
down Main Street with the boys looking 
at me. The next minute, blazing with . 
confidence, I was strutting to music. : 

At first, I didn’t even notice the whistle, 
the familiar whoo-whoo, that always fol- 
lowed me. Until suddenly it was a chorus 
of hoots in time to the music. Then 1 
heard a shrill metallic blast. That was 
Miss Hopkins’ game signal. fF was called 
off the floor. 

The music stopped. I don’t know how 
I made it back to the bench. I was burn- 
ing all over. Mr. Mazer spoke on the PA. 
He announced that if there were any 
further demonstrations from the benches, 
all spectators would have to leave. The 
next girl went out. There were no 


-whistles. 


At last it was over and Miss Hopkins 
said the results (Continued on page 36) * 
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PRUDISH 


FOR LOVE 


“| haven't starved, Louise,” he 
said harshly. “The world is full 
of women eager to give a man 
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what his own wife denies him 


@ I stared at the note, the scrawling 
handwriting on the blue-lined school 
paper, too stunned to fully recognize 
the significance of what my first 
reading of it implied, 

My darling, 

I won't be able to meet you during 
lunch hour, so meet me at four 
o'clock instead, same place. I love 
“you, love you, love you. I lay 


<~ awake a long time after you left 


‘last nighi, sorry for my tears. 
All 1 can remiember now 1s your 
lips against mine in parting, 
whispering, “my wife, my wife.” 
Oh, darling, 'm not ashamed any 
more because some day I really 
will be your wife. And I’m not 
sorry. I count the hours, the 
minutes until we’re together again. 

All yours, my love, 
Sharon. 

Again and again I read it, finally 
seeing more than what the words 
said, actually seeing the pictures they 
brought to my mind. 

Sharon, my friend’s daughter, and 
my son Richard! 

If not, why would he be carrying 
the note in the pocket of his best 
blue suit? In going through the 
suit before taking it off to the 
cleaner’s, I’d come across the folded 
paper, and believing it to be some 
test paper he might need, I'd opened 
the creased (Continued on page 51) 


My wedding night was a night of 
shame—lacking tenderness, 

enchantment, rapture. Roger was 
a man possessed and |, a woman 
agonizingly aware that | was being 
used, and yes, even abused 
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| PLAYED AT ADULTERY 


Heartsick and lonely, | found happiness with my husband’s brother. | swore it would be innocent 


4 STAN HAD GOTTEN my Irish up again. I could feel 
my temper whipping through me as [ slammed down my 
coffee cup and turned on him. 

“Can I help it if the toast burned? It’s that damned toaster. 
If you’d fix it...” 

He stood by the kitchen door, getting into his mackinaw, 
his face expressionless. “Skip it, Pat,” he said quietly. 

“Skip it! Is that all you have to say? First you complain 
about the lousy breakfast and when I try to defend myself 
you Say ‘skip it."-Oh, sure, just skip everything! Well, let’s get 
this straight, Stan .. .” 

I choked back the words for I was talking to an empty 
room. Stan had slipped noiselessly out the door—without a 
backward glance, without a kiss, without even saying goodbye. 

The temper. went out of me suddenly—like a spark doused 
with water—the way it always did. I sat down and twisted 
my wedding ring around and around on my finger, feeling 
sick and confused. 
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I came from a big, brawling, hearty Irish family. We kids 
grew up yelling and fighting each other at the drop of a hat, 
but our quick tempers didn’t mean anything. Six minutes after 
we'd flare up it would all be over and we'd be laughing and 
joking—everything forgotten and forgiven. 

Stan was so different from me—big, quiet, not talkative, — 
never hurried, never ruffled. If just once he’d yell at me, it 
would prove that he still cared. If once he’d give me a good 
slapping around I’d welcome it—knowing I had touched his 
heart. Not Stan. He’d always shut doors quietly and never 
raised his voice, but that was nothing compared to the way he'd 
been the last few weeks—sort of frozen over—with coolness 
in his eyes, indifference in his voice. 

They say a wife is always the last to know, but I knew 
about Stan almost from the first. He had another girl. Her 
name was Anna and her folks ran the Mill Corners Country 
Dance Hall and Bar. Stan worked for the Warwick Grain 
Company and part of his job was to (Continued on page 28) 


| PLAYED AT ADULTERY 


check on things at the flour mill three 
miles out of town. It was natural to drop 
in for a beer at Mill Corners. All the 
fellows did. But Stan hadn't stopped at 
that. He was seeing Anna nights—nights 
he told me he was working. Le was lying 
to me. Why? 

I'd read enough articles to now I had 
to search myself for a reason. There was 
my temper, sure, but Stan had known 
about that when he married me. The very 
first night | was with him I'd blasted off 
at him. 

I'd gone to work as a waitress in a 
summer colony up the peninsula. Lots of 
us Chicago girls did that—for a chance to 
get into the country and take advantage 
of living in a luxurious tourist hotel on 
the bay. Every night after work we'd 
troupe down to the Bluebird Dance Hall 
and there I met Stan. He was with a 
bunch of fellows from his hometown—a 
sort of wide spot in the road about thirty 
miles south. 

I got a kick out of him. He was such 
a big, dumb, country boy who didn’t know 
the meaning of a line. He couldn’t even 
dance well, but he was sure good-looking. 
I danced all night with him and when he 
took me home he made a pass at me. I 
got mad, slapped his face and started to 
get out of the car. Instantly he had me 
by the wrists. 

“Hell cat,” he said quietly. Then he 
had me in his arms and it was like being 
in an iron vise and he was kissing me and 


there wasn’t anything dumb or country 


about his kiss that seemed to reach inside 
me and take holdw6f my heart and squeeze 
it until it was all pain. Roughly he let 
me go. 

“I thought there was a woman in’ you 
somewhere,” he said softly. “I’m glad I 
found her. Goodnight, Pat.” 

Three nights later as we were walking 
on the bay shore we looked at each other 
and it was like being hit over the head. 
I wanted him so much there wasn’t room 
in me for thinking. Stan felt it, too. We 
felt it together and it was shattering and 
terrible and full of wildness, but it was 
right. We lay on the-cold sand in each 
other’s arms all night and the next morn- 
ing we were married. 

We went to live in Stan’s hometown, 
and in the beginning there was no time 
to miss my big, noisy family. I had the 
house. to fix, up. It wasn’t much of a 
home—a wéatherbeaten, isolated little 
place at the edge of town. But it stood on 
the bluff overlooking Lake Michigan and 
the view was breathtaking. Stan wasn’t 
much for socializing, but we had each 
other, and we were deliriously happy. 

And then, all at once, we weren’t happy 
any more. I couldn’t see what I had done 
that was so wrong that I'd sent Stan to 
Anna. Something had happened to Stan, 
himself. Even-his kid brother, Barney, 
home from the army, had told me that 
Stan had grown hard and cold. I was 
afraid to accuse Stan, for I knew that if 
he once told me bluntly, “Yes, I’m having 
an affair with Anna,” I'd see red and 
walk out on him. And I didn’t want to 


» -&-—do that. I loved him. He could still look 
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‘at me and make me melt. He ‘could t touch 


my hand and bring a flash of glory to me. 

I spent all morning telling myself, To- 
day things will change—Stan will bring 
me flowers; he'll take me in his arms and 
tell me how much he loves me; he'll be 
the old Stan again. 

As the day wore on, I knew I was 
kidding myself. At eight o’clock I quit 
trying to keep dinner hot on the back of 
the stove. The fog horn on the lake started 
wailing—an eerie, lonesome sound that 
sent a chill through me. It was almost 
better to think Stan had been in an acci- 
dent driving in this fog, than to picture 
him holding Anna in his arms. 

‘I went to bed, finally, and lay awake 
counting the wails of the fog horn, watch- 
ing the fog swirl around the porch light 
I'd left on for Stan. It was almost three 
before he came in, walking: cat-quiet for 
so big a man, easing himself into bed be- 
side me, sighing heavily. A low smolder- 
ing started up in me. How could he lie 
beside me when he had just come from 
Anna? There was something indecent in 
that. The minutes ticked on. Stan wasn’t 
any more asleep than I was. All at once 
he reached for me, silently, confidently. 

Just the touch of his hands snapped my 
self-control. 

“Don’t touch me!” I raged. “I don’t 
want you to touch me!” I jerked. away 
and started to get out of bed, but with one 
hand Stan pulled me back. I was burning 
up. I twisted around and began beating 
my fists on his chest to hurt him—to bruise 
him and make him so tearing angry we 
could battle it all out and clear the air 
between us. 


@ HE DIDN'T flinch. He kept holding 
my one arm as if I were a spiteful child. 
He seemed to be waiting for my anger to 
subside, but I was determined to hurt 
him. - 

“Pat,” he spoke slowly, 
I want to talk to you...” 

I was choked with fury. I seemed torn 
in two—one half of me wanting Stan to 
hold me and comfort me; the other half 
hating him for daring to touch me when 
he’d just been with Anna. The last thing 
1 wanted to do was talk things over. 
Shaking so hard I could hardly breathe, 
I screamed, “Talk! At this hour of the 


“calm down. 


’ night? As if we couldn’t have talked all 


” 


evening long! Except that you—you... 

Then I realized he wasn’t even listen- 
ing. He had released my arm and was 
picking up his pillow. He took the blanket 
that had fallen on the floor and walked 
out the bedroom door. I was left alone. 

I fell asleep raging and woke with anger 
beating in me still. I lay quiet, listening 
to Stan moving about in the kitchen. Then 
I realized he was coming towards the 
bedroom door. I was still furious at him 
for the way he had left our room the night 
before and I decided I wouldn't let him 
have his way, so when he opened the 
door, I pretended to be asleep. 

“Pat,” he said softly. “Pat...” 

I didn’t answer. Then, I heard him 
leave. Quietly, he shut the kitchen door. 
The latch clicked neatly. A few minutes 
later he went off in the panei truck. 

I tore off the covers and sat up in bed 
running my hands through my hair. Love 
and hate for Stan were all_mixed up in- 
side me and when the tears came to my 


eyes they were tears of bitter anger and 


revenge. I couldn’t go on taking it... 


doing nothing . 


By noon I had a half plan. At five after 
twelve I got out our old car and headed 
for Mrs. Wills’ boarding house by the 
depot where Stan’s brother, Barney, lived. 
When I walked into his room, Barney 
was sitting on his bed in his pajamas, 
drinking a cup of coffee and smoking 
a cigarette. 

“Well, doll,” he said lazily, giving me 
his slow smile. He patted the bed be- 
side him. “Park the body beautiful. Those 
shooting sparks in your big green eyes 
aren’t for love of Barney, are they?” 

I had to laugh, in spite of my misery. 
Barney with his blond hair and sleepy 
eyes, had a sort of wolfish way of looking 
at a woman that made her feel like a 
million without being offended. He was 
just Stan’s kid brother to me, though, and 
we got along fine. I took the cigarette he 
offered me, and then the wretched mess 
stirred in me. 

“Listen, Barney—I guess you know 
about Stan and Anna. . .”. 

Barney jabbed out his cigarette in an 
ashtray and swore. ~ 

“That big, dumb jerk. What do you 
see in him anyway, Pat?” 

How can you explain love? ‘It’s made 
up of such fragile things—shared laughter, 
a touch, a look. I bit my lip. “What did 
you see in him, Barney?” I countered. 
“When you first got home from Korea 
you thought he hung the moon.” 

“He’s changed,” Barney said angrily. 
“When I was a kid, fooling around, get- 
ting in kid jams, Stan was the first one to 
take my part. All of a sudden he turns 
sorehead. Okay, so I’ve been living it 
up since I got home. So I haven't got a 
steady job yet. Man, I went through a 
war! Okay, so I’ve gone pretty much in 
the hole—” Barney scowled. “I guess you 
know Stan turned me down when I asked 
for a loan. I don’t know what's got into 
Stan. He used to understand.” 

“All right,” I said quickly. “We’re both 
getting a raw deal. I want to teach him a 
lesson. I’ve got to do something, anyway. 
Barney, listen—” I had a sudden, taut 
feeling in my stomach, but I went on. 
“Would you—would you take me some- 
where tonight, up the peninsula where we 
wouldn’t be seen? I want to stay out all 
night. I want Stan to be out of his mind 
with wondering and worrying. Could you 
do it? I mean, if you have a date with 
Mary, could you break it this once?” 

Barney looked at me for a long time. 
Then he broke into a grin. “Well, I'll be 
darned,” he said softly. He fumbled ex- 
citedly for his slippers. “You're on, Pat. 
Don’t worry about Mary. Her pa’s still 
in pretty bad shape—under drugs all the 
time now. She already broke our date.” 
Barney jumped up and pulled me to my 
feet. “I’ll pick you up around five. Be 
ready!” 

Now that it was decided, I started trem- 
bling. I was too keyed up to go home so 
I went to the beauty parlor and had the 
works—leaving just in time to get dressed 
before Barney came. From the way he 
jockeyed his secondhand convertible into 
the yard, I could tell he was in a gay 


mood, glad to connive with me against - 


Stan. Barney drove fast, but expertly. It 
was six when we got to the shore res- 
taurant. In my mind I saw Stan coming 


x 


home and finding an empty house and no 


dinner on the table. A sort of shiver ran 
down my back. 

We had drinks and fresh lake trout for 
' our dinner. Usually one cocktail is enough 
to set me off and-I stop there, but some 
devil in me prompted me to have two 
more. I felt giddy and young and all at 
once I was having the time of my life. 
Barney could drink anyone wader the table 
so I guess he got a boot out of the way 


I was kicking up my heels. He swung me - 


around the dance floor and I realized how 
much I’d missed dancing. Stan was such 
a clod at it, but Barney “was everything 
smooth and graceful. 

He laughed at me. “Enjoying yourself?” 

I put my cheek against his. “Oh, Bar- 
ney!” It was a perfect set-up, I thought 
gaily. All the earmarks of adultery and 
perfectly innocent. Stan would think the 
worst and I was glad. I wanted him to 
be hurt and mad the way I was. I wanted 
to break down that wall around his heart 
and make him want me again, terribly and 
painfully, the ae he had in the beginning. 


@ IT WAS A crazy, wonderful évening— 
two in the morning before I knew it. We 
started back. Half way home I went cold 
sober. My head cleared in the sharp night 
air and a terrible depression rolled over 
me. I was sick with wanting to see Stan, 
touch his face, rumple his hair. I leaned 
my head against the back of the seat and 
fought back tears. : 

Barney’s arm came around me. “Blues 

all of a sudden?” he said gently. “Tell 
you what—let’s stop for something to eat 
at Frank’s place.” 

I shook my head. “Someone will see 
us. Stan is sure to get wind of the fact 
that I was with you and that would ruin. 
the whole thing.” 

“Right,” Barney said. “We'll go to the 
shack.” 

I’d forgotten about the shack, it had 
been so long since I'd been there. Once 
when we were first married, Stan and I 
had had a picnic in the woods around it 
and he had told me how he and Barney 
had built it when they were kids. Appar- 
ently Barney used it from time to time for 
it smelled fresh and clean to me as I 
stepped inside. Barney went ahead, fum- 
bled for the light chain, and snapped it on. 

“I left some coffee here last week,” 
he said, starting for a small cupboard. I 
sank listlessly. on the old lumpy cot as 
Barney threw open the cupboard doors. 
Suddenly he swore. 

-I jumped. “What's the matter?” 

He shut the cupboard door quickly, 
turned and ran his fingers through his 
hair. “Nothing,” he said, looking around 
the room. “I guess there isn’t any coffee. 
Let's—let’s shove off, Pat.” 

There was something funny going on 
that Barney didn’t want. me to know 
about. Then I saw—the two cups on the 
sink, the lipstick on the cigarettes in the 
ashtray by the bed. I walked over and 
swung open the cupboard door and saw 
the stock of food on the shelves. ; 

“Stan brought that food, didn’t he?” 
I said in a dead voice. “He’s been bring- 


ing her here—oh, Barney!” 

He held me in his arms and let me cry. 
After awhile he made me drink some 
coffee and the scalding hotness revived 
me. I felt ashamed at acting like a baby 


. door. 


‘in front of Barney when he’d been so 


swell. I didn’t know how to thank him 


for what he’d done when he let me out 


a block from the house so Stan wouldn’t 
recognize the car. He leaned over and 
kissed my mouth, stopping my fumbling 
words. 

“Lay off, Pat. I got a big kick out of 
all this. Let me know if it does any good.” 

I don’t know what I expected from 
Stan, but at least I'd counted on curiosity. 
For the first time in our married life I'd 
been out half the night without telling 
him where I was, and he hadn’t even cared 
enough to stay awake to find out why. 
Sick at heart, I fell into bed beside his 
big, tough body. 

He was having a cup of coffee when I 


got up around noon and went into the 


kitchen pulling the belt of my prettiest 
negligee. 

He looked at me over the rim of his 
‘cup and said as cool as snow, “Get enough 
sleep?” 

I poured a cup of coffee for myself. 
My fingers shook so the cup clattered 
Against the saucer, but 1 made my voice 
even and light. 

“So, so,” I said and forced a yawn. 

I sat down at the table with him. 

“Pat, don’t you think it’s time we got 
things straight?” He spoke with that calm- 
nes$#in his voice—that perfect self-control 
that was driving me wild. 

“So!” I snapped. “It’s time now, is it? 
And I don’t suppose you even care about 
me—what I do—” My voice had reached 
a shrilling pitch. 

“If you'd just calm down,” he said 
then, “maybe I could make you see .. .” 

“Make me see!” I was furious. I 
slammed the cup on the floor. What kind 
of a man is he, anyway? 1 thought. 

Then I heard that quiet creaking of the 
He was going out again! In fury, 
I kicked the shattered pieces of the broken 
cup and decided to leave the house before 
Stan could get back. I knew he had just 
gone out for the Sunday paper and that 
he wouldn’t be gone long. I decided to go 
see Mary Delaney to see how her father 
was. 2 

‘Mary was the one friend I'd made in 
town. Maybe it’s because we’re so differ- 
ent, we sort of complement each other. 
I’m a blonde with green eyes and I speak 
my mind. Mary has dark hair and a pale 
complexion and there’s a deep sweetness 
in her. Now,:as she opened the door, I 
saw the circles under her eyes from 
nursing her father day and night. My 
voice dropped to the whisper people use 
around sickness. ~ 

“How’s your Dad?” I asked. 

She shook her head sorrowfully and I 
saw tears well up. “I’m glad you came, 
Pat.” 

We sat in the kitchen drinking coffee 
and talking, though Mary didn’t have 
much to say. From time to time I started 
to tell her about Barney taking me out 
last night, and why, but every time it 
was on the tip of my tongue, * something 
stopped me. Maybe it was that I felt it 
would be out of place to beef about my 
troubles when she had so many of her 
own. Instead I said, “You and Barney set 
the date yet?” 

A funny look came into her eyes, like 
a nagging fear. 

“We—well, I couldn’t think of marry- 


wondering how I made out... 


' very low. 


” 


ing anyone while Dad is so—is so... 
She let the sentence trail away and I 
could have kicked myself for bringing it 
up. 

Just then Barney walked in and Mary 
came alive. Sudden golor pounded in her 
cheeks and she rose with a little cry. I 
saw Barney bend his head to kiss her 


mouth and then he looked over her head — 


and winked at me. I knew Mary wanted 
to be alone with him so I rose to go. 

“Oh, Barney,” I said. .“I suppose you're 

Mary was at the stove getting coffee 
for Barney so she didn’t see him frown 
and put his fingers to his lips. 

“Pll walk you to your car, Pat,” he 
said quickly, and then he was hurrying 
me from the room, guiding me down the 
steps, saying, “Mary doesn’t know a thing 
about last night, Pat.” 

I turned-in surprise. “You didn’t tell 
her? 1 thought—but Barney, why?” 

Barney helped me into the car and 
squinting at the sun, he leaned against the 
door. “Oh—you know Mary—she’s kind 
of innocent and idealistic. She doesn’t 
really know very much about people. I 
don’t even think she knows about Stan 
and Anna. If she has heard the gossip 
she probably doesn’t believe a word of it. 
I figured it would be kind of a shock to 
her, and oh, helli—she’s got enough on her 
mind.” 

“Well—you know best, Barney—only, 
I wouldn’t for the world hurt Mary. . .” 

“We're innocent as babes, aren’t we?” 
Barney laughed. “What's to hurt Mary. 
The thing is—what about Stan?” 

“Oh, Stan. He—well, he—” I fumbled 
for my key, hurt so deep in me all of a 
sudden that I couldn’t go on. 

Barney made a fist of his hand. “Listen,” 
he said fiercely. “I'll pick you up tomor- 
row afternoon. We'll talk this thing out.” 


@ I WENT OUT with Barney on Monday 
just to talk things over. I cried a little 
because I didn’t know which way to turn, 
and then Barney took me down the lake 
shore to a roadhouse for a few drinks 
to cheer me up and that was the real 
beginning. There was Barney—restless, 
without a steady job, at loose ends because 
Mary was cooped up with her father most 
of the time. There was I—heartsick, un- 
sure, lonely, angry. We clung to each 
other, found a little happiness with each 
other, a little gaiety. But we were inno- 
cent. I swear, not a look, a word, a 
serious kiss, passed between Barney and 
me. 

For two weeks I hardly saw Stan. Either 
he was out half the night or I was. It 
would have been funny if it hadn’t been 
so wretched. We were living together in 
the same house, sharing meals, sleeping 
in the same bed and yet it was as if one 
of us lived on the moon—we were that 
far from each other. How long would 
this go on before Stan’s cool, indifference 
cracked—before we became one again, or 
separated forever? 

One Sunday morning, the moment I'd 
waited for, happened. I was getting out 
of bed when Stan reached out and grabbed 
my wrist. He pulled me down beside him 
and leaning on one elbow, he looked into 
my face. 


_ “Where were you last night?” he said” = 


(Continued on page58) 


Victim Of 
A Sex Club 
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what he’s done to me. I can never face 
anyone again. Please God. let me die now, 
I prayed. 

With a little moan I was on my feet. 
I found the door and was outside, running 
down the cliffs. I heard the pound. of water 
below. I was on the ‘an when Walt 
caught me. 

He was cold sober, his voice hoarse with 
horror and fear. “My God, Chris, you 


were going to jump . 
7 shrieked. “I don’t 


“Leave me alone,” 
want to live now.” 

I fought him wildly, desperately. Then 
he slapped me hard across.the face and 
everything went black. When I came to, I 
realized I was in his car. He had carried 
me there, and was taking off his jacket to 
put around me. My wrap was still in the 
cabin. 

“Chris, it was a mistake,” he said when 
we were nearly home. “It was all a 

mistake.” 
= I didn’t answer. .The minute he stopped 
the car I was out and running. I couldn’t 
get away from him fast enough. . 

You tell yourself that you can't live. 
You tell yourself you can’t go on. But you 
live and you go on. Even when you're six- 
teen, 

I went back to school. I knew if I re- 
fused, or asked to transfer to anotkr 
school, Mother would ask questions and 
maybe find out what had happened to mie. 
I could never let her know. She’d wanted 
me to go to a nice school, meet nice peo- 
ple, go to nice places, She'd blame herself. 
It would kill her. 


THE PROBLEM 


When Walt phoned and I refused to an- - 


swer she looked worried. 
and Walt quarreled?” 

I had to tell her something. “Not really 
a quarrel, Mother, but he’ll be going away 
to college next year, and I’ve still got 
another year in high school. I’m not 
going out with him any more.” 

“Of course, if that’s the way you feel, 
darling,” she said, but she looked disap- 
pointed. She had liked Walt. 1 shuddered. 
1 can never tell her what he’s really like, 1 
thought. 

I dropped out of Drama Club and 
_stopped helping out in the recreation room. 
I always went straight home after classes, 
refusing..to take part in school activities. 
My teachers looked puzzled, but I ex- 
plained that my mother worked and that 
I helped with the housework. 


“Chris, have you 


I never, went back to the Chuck House - 


again. When I met Queenie or any of the 
others, they passed me without speaking. 
If I saw Walt coming towards me, I'd turn 
and go the other way. 

One day well over a month after the 
night he had taken me to the Zero Club, 
I started home after my last class and he 
fell into step beside me. ° 

“Chris,” he said. 

“Leave me alone.” 

His eyes were sullen and angry. 
got to talk to you.” - 

“Well, I don’ t want to talk to you. Leave 
me alone.” 

“I wanted to tell you that no one 
knows about that night when we—when 
I—” His dark face flushed and he stopped. 
“T told the others you wouldn’t come 
across. That’s why they cut you dead.” 

' “His mouth twisted. “I told you there 
were no Virgins in our crowd, Chris. 
Stubby and the others won’t bother you. 
I told them if they even tried, I'd cut 
their hearts out. They know I mean it.” 
“Well, thanks for nothing.” 


AT HAND 


@ LEATHER gloves, if chosen correctly, 
can play a dramatic role in this season’s 
fashion picture. 

First, make sure that the length of your 
glove is in keeping with the styling of your 
garment. The real,shortie—once worn with 
anything—is limited to go with full-length, 
loosely-fitted sleeves. For wearing with 
three-quarter sleeves, or with long, tight- 
fitting sleeves, is the new elbow- eogth 
glove. 

Second, use good color-sense in selecting 
your new leathers. Don't choose a red, 
yellow or green glove to go with dresses in 
the same colors, unless the colors match 
perfectly. It’s better to buy a heutrally- 
toned leather than one that is out of 
harmony in color and clashes with the rest 
of the costume. Use color to the hilt when 
selecting gloves to go with a black, brown 
or neutral-color costume. This year, you'll 
find dyed-to-match leather bags, shoes and 
even leather jewelry in every new fashion 
color to go with your new gloves. 

For casual tweeds or woolens, select a 
beautifully-grained pigskin or cape leather. 

For cocktail dresses or after-dark wear, 
both suede and kidskins, in the lightest 
weight you can find, are perfect. : 

For really formal occasions, there is 
nothing more elegant than a pair of long 
12-or 14-button length white kids that reach 
just below the shoulder. 

Courtesy Leather Glove Industry 


“Tve 


He caught my wrists in a steely grip. 
“What are you trying to do to me, Chris? 
Make me feel like a heel? Make me 
ashamed? Well, I am-a heel. I am 
ashamed. But it was your fault, too, for 
being such a fool, for making me think 
what I did.” 

He was so close to me, I could feel the 
strength of his powerful young body, see 
the pulse beat in his brown throat. All at 
once the blind terror, the shock and pain 
of that night when he’d possessed me, 
came back. I guess I would have screamed 
if I'd had the strength, but I could only 
make a little moaning sound. 

“Chris!” he exclaimed horrified. “You're 
afraid of me. Get this straight, Chris. 
I’ve done a lot of lousy things, but I never 
forced a girl before. It wouldn't have 
happened if ’'d known about you.” 

“I—TI told you I wasn’t like that,” I 
choked. “I begged you...” 

_ His eyes blazed. “You're just a kid, 
but-you must know how it is with a guy. 
I thought it was all right with you, and you 
had me so crazy for you I—I couldn't 
“Oh, please, go away—leave me alone.” 
He stepped back, his face pale. “Chris, 


I’ve been going crazy. We try to take care 


of our girls, but I was blind drunk. If I 
got you into trouble, you’d tell me wouldn’t 
you? You wouldn't do anything like—like 
trying to jump off the cliff again?” 

I looked up at him mutely. His face 
looked drawn, suddenly too old. “We—we 


could run off and get married. I guess your - 


mother would have a fit, and my folks 
sure wouldn’t like it either. Not that they 
care what I do, so long as I don’t drag the 
family name in the gutter. That’s a good 
one with that woman Dad. keeps over on 
Southside and thinks no one knows about. 
If—if anything happens, I won’t let you 
take the rap, Chris.” 

I wished the earth would open and 
swallow me. I wanted to die from shame. 
But I had to tell him so he’d go away 


and leave me alone. 


“Nothing—happened. Tm all right. You 
don’t have to worry.” 

I turned and ran then. I ran all the 
way home. I was shivering as if with a 
chill when I closed the door of the apart- 
ment behind me. But I couldn’t run fast 
enough, or far enough,:to shut out the 
revulsion. ae 


@ THE TIME dragged by. Mother was 
puzzled when I didn’t have dates any more. 
She’d thought I was all set up at school. 
I tried to tell her that I was too busy with 
my school work and didn’t care about 
dates. Finally she left me alone. But when 
spring came, she bought me gay cotton 
dresses and a party dress. “Just in case 
you meet a boy you want to date,” she 
said brightly. 

It was Irma Scott who told me about 
Queenie. Irma had’ started speaking to 
me again when I had stopped going around 
with Walt’s crowd. 

“She’s dead, Chris!” she whispered to 
me in study hall, her eyes round. “She 
died last hight in City Hospital. It hasn’t 
gotten into the papers yet. They’re making 
“ investigation and all the teachers are in 


* My throat felt choked. 
true.” 

“She was pregnant and she went to some 
doctor who did awful things to her and she 
hemorrhaged to death at the hospital, right 
after her parents found out what she'd 
done and had taken her there.” 

The room whirled about me. I felt sick. 
This couldn’t have happened to Queenie— 
the wise one. The one who knew all the 


“It—it can’t be 


_ answers. Who Said it didn’t pay to take 


miles seriously. 


“There’s sure to be an awful scandal,” 
Irma went on. “Her family has a lot of 
money but they can’t hush this up. They 
say her mother’s nearly out of her mind, 
and her father is swearing vengeance on 
the boy whd got her in that fix. They've 
already had a lot of the boys‘down to the 
police station for questioning. I wonder 
who it was?” y 

Queenie’s death hit the headlines: in the 
papers the next morning. There was a lot 
said about a sex club which was reported 
to be in operation at Central High. The 
police were making an investigation. The 
whole school was in a state of shock and 
apprehension. = 

That evening when I got home Mother 
rushed to me, her face white with shock. 
“I can’t believe it, Chris! That girl seemed 
so nice when she came here. It’s too 
awful. Ob, her poor parents.” : 

Her eyes searched my face. “Chris, 
that awful thing—that sex club. Do you 
know anything about it? Is that why you 
stopped seeing Queenie, stopped having 
dates?” : 

I wet my lips. “I don’t know anything 
about it, Mother. I didn’t go around with 
them long. Their families all had so much 
»money and I didn’t feel right taking the 
money you worked so hard for, just to keep 
up with them.” 

She hugged me close. “Oh, you serious 
baby. But I should be glad you're like this. 
I'd just die if you got mixed up in some- 
thing like that. I’ve tried to bring you up 
right.” . 

Yes, she’d brought me up right. She’d 
told me the facts of life, taught me right 
from wrong. But she hadn’t saved me from 
a boy like Walt! & 

The next day when I was called to the 
principal's office, I was numb with terror. 
The principal looked like he hadn’t slept 
in a week. A quiet-faced man in a dark 
suit was with him. They’d found out that 
I'd gone around with Queenie for awhile, 
and had had a few dates with Walt. They 
asked me all kinds of questions that made 
my face burn. How had Walt treated me? 
What kind of boy was he? I told them the 


they let me go. 

After a couple of weeks. the talk about 
Queenie’s death died down. Len Carter 
suddenly left town. Somebody said his 
family had sent him down South some- 
where. Elaine and two or three of the 
other girls dropped out of school. It was 
rumored that they would go to a private 
school next year. Some of the students 
had been put on parole, their parents re- 
sponsible for them. ; 

The investigators had made reports to 
the District Attorney, and there had been a 
closed hearing. There was a discreet item 
in the papers saying that a sex club at 
Central High had been broken up. It 
touched too many families in high places 
. for any names to be mentioned. The Zero 
Club was closed by the State Police and 
Central, High students -were forbidden to 
go into the Chuck House. 

One night near the end of the school 
term, I went down to our neighborhood 
drugstore on an errand for Mother and 
Walt was there, looking over the magazines 
on the newsstand. I made my purchases 
quickly, hoping he hadn’t seen me. But he 
was waiting on the sidewalk, when I walked 
out. 

“Chris.” 


He walked along beside me. “When 
Queenie died and they kicked up that row 


at school, I would have been in real trouble 
if you’d told about that night I took you to 


warning.” : 
“It wouldn’t have changed anything.” 


same thing I'd told Mother, and finally - 


“What do you want?” I asked coldly. , 


the Zero Club. As it was I got off with a — 


IT COULDN'T BE SIMPLER ... . to keep 


your hands lovely and smooth today 


@ THE IMPORTANCE of having lovely 
hands has been recognized since the time of 
ancient Egypt. 

As late as the time of Queen’ Victoria, 
hand preparations had to be laboriously 
compounded by the user. For example, here 
is a recipe by Sir James Clark, private 
physician to Queen Victoria, as set forth 
in his Ladies’ Guide To Beauty: 

“Take three ounces. of palm oil, one ounce 
of mutton suet, 14 ounce of white curd 
soap; render down the suet, and work it 
well until it is as smooth as pomatum 
(pomade) , then shave the soap fine and 
melt with the suet in a pipkin (small 
earthen pot). When it is thoroughly melted, 
add the palm oil, stir while it is Simmering 
and take it off the fire as soon as it is 
thoroughly mixed with the other ingredi- 


“No, I guess it wouldn’t have. I didn’t 
have anything to do with—with what hap- 
pened to Queenie. I haven’t touched a 
girl since that night I was with you. I 
haven’t wanted to! I had enough trouble 
with you.” 

I saw his face looked thinner, older. I 
knew a strange truth about Walt. He took 
what he wanted, but he paid for what he 
got. He had his own code. He was sorry 
for what had happened at the Zero Club. 
But that couldn’t make any difference now. 

“Are you always going to hold what 
happened against me, Chris?” : 

I shook my head. “It was as much my 
fault as yours. I guess I knew all the 
time—about Queenie and the others. But 
I closed my eyes.” 


@ MY BREATH caught. “After my father 
died we didn’t have much. Then an aunt 
died and left Mother some money and we 
came here to live. Mother wanted me to 
go to nice places, have nice friends, and 
when Queenie started to be nice to me I 
thought it would please her to see I'd got- 
ten in with a good crowd. I started to 
notice things, but I closed my eyes to what 
I knew was wrong because I was afraid if 
I didn’t stay friends with Queenie and the 
others—I wouldn’t get to see you.” 

“Chris, I could treat a girl right. We 
could go to a movie sometime, or I could 
come up to your place sometime when 
your mother was home.” 

My voice was muffled. “No, I don’t 
blame you any more, Walt. I know it was 
my fault, too. But I don’t want to go 
with a boy. I—I can't.” — 

His mouth looked white. “Maybe you'll 
feel differently after awhile. I guess I'll 
go out to Colorado this summer and work 
on a ranch. Then I'll go to college. Will 
you wire to me sometime?” 

ee ‘o- 

The summer passed and I started my 


ents. Pour the whole into a vessel and 
keep stirring till it is cool, or the soap will 
separate. Perfume to your taste. Rub this 
well into the hands upon going to bed 


(after having washed and dried them well). . 


Then put on a pair of white kid gloves, 
and it will very shortly make them soft, and 
entirely prevent chapping.” 

Smooth, attractive hands are even more 
desirable in today’s fashion-conscious world, 
But fortunately, we don’t have to, seek out 
rare herbs or obtain precious oils at fabu- 
lous prices. We can buy fragrant, smooth- 
ing lotions and creams at most drugstores, 
and can even pick them up in our super- 
market with the groceries. 

Nice hands have always been considered 


a must for well-groomed appearance. So- 


make good hand care a habit. 


Courtesy of Trushay 


last year in high school. Walt and Queenie 
and Elaine and the others were gone now 
and Central High seemed different, quieter. 
The glamour and the glitter was gone. 

Irma Scott couldn’t find much to gos- 
sip about either. Near the middle of the 
term she said Walt Hartley had quit col- 
lege and gone into the Army. Near the 
end of the school year, she said she’d heard 
he was in Korea. 

I graduated that term, and that summer 
I got a job in a store downtown. Mother 
objected at first, then she sighed and said 
I was nearly. grown-up and that she 
couldn’t live my life for me. I knew she’d 
never gotten over her disappointment that 
I hadn’t been more popular in high school. 

That summer Steve Norton, a man from 
Mother’s office, started to come to see 
Mother, take her places. He was a big, 


handsome man whose wife had died several 


years before. He had no children. Mother 
began to look different—prettier, younger, 
and her eyes had a new sparkle. But I 
didn’t think much about any of it until 
the night she told me she was going to 
marry Steve. 

“Mother, you can’t mean it!” I gasped, 
stunned. 

“He’s a kind, good man, Chris. I didn’t 
think:I could ever love another man after 
your father died. But Steve has made me 


feel alive again. I’m not too old to want a 


man’s love, Chris.” 

A wave of revulsion swept over me. 
“Mother, you can’t marry him. You can’t 
let him—oh, Mother!” 

I got up and ran to my room and 
slammed the door. All the black fear and 
panic of that night when I'd known what 
it was like for a man to possess you, came 
back. My mother was going to marty 


‘Steve. She was going to live with a man, 


sleep with him, let him have her like that. 
She wanted him to! 
I felt deathly ill and staggered into the 


Se ee ee 


TOO GOOD TO YOUR HUSBAND? 


If you have his interests at heart, here is what not to do 


@ WE'RE ALWAYS hearing <>eut the 
things a good wife should do for her hus- 


band; and most of this advice is good. But _ 


what about the things you should not .do 
‘even if you have your husband's health and 
happiness at heart? So, before you get too 
smug about all the things you're doing for 
your husband, check yourself on some of 
these don'ts. 


DON’T OVERPRAISE HIM 

Praise and approval is important to all 
of us and there’s nothing wrong in show- 
ing a man he’s appreciated around the 
house, or that you admire his latest achieve- 


ment at the job. However, in your desire 


to ‘praise don’t overlook the real value of 
honest and constructive criticism. If there 
are some habits which detract from your 
husband's personality both at home and 
among friends and business acquaintances, 
it is to his advantage to have a wife who 
will point out these faults and offer some 
constructive advice for overcoming them. 
Or, if he tells you about some business 
venture he wants to go into, don’t praise 
and encourage him unless you really’ mean 
it. Voice your doubts, the things you think 
are wrong. This sort of criticism may dim 
some of that glowing enthusiasm, but if it 
ends up saving dollars and cents and a lot 
of futuré headaches, it is far more valuable 
than a little praise to boost his égo. There’s 
a long list of things that call for your judg- 
ment as to whether to praise or criticize. 
Your decision should on the long-range 
result. Above all, re ber, criticizing 
constructively and tactfully has absolutely 


. hothing to do with nagging selfishly and 
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persistently. 


DON’T OVERPAMPER HIM 

It’s fine to do things for your loved one— 
keeping his clothes in order, his home neat 
and comfortable, etc. Remember though 
that each person should be a self-reliant 
individual. Thus you can do too much for 
a man—to the point that he would literally 
be lost without you. What if you are taken 
ill, or have to go on a trip or be away from 


hubby for any one of a hundred possible: 


reasons—have you pampered him so that 
he just can’t do a thing for himself? Let 
him do things often enough so that in the 


bathroom, retching violently. Later, as I 
was lying on my bed, feeling sick and weak, 
Mother came into my room. 

She looked worried. She sat down on 
my bed and talked to me for a long time 
about how love between a man and woman 
could be beautiful when they loved‘ each 
other—the way it had been with her and 
my father. The way it would be with 
her and Steve. The way it would be with 
the man I married some day. She ex- 
plained that the desire fér love was noth- 
ing to be ashamed of. It was normal and 
natural. 

The next morning I had myself in hand 
and apologized for the way I’d acted. She 
and Steve were married a month later. 
‘When they got home from their honey- 


event he has to, he will at least know how. 
Let him fix breakfast now and then; take 
care of the kids for a day; hang away_his 
own clothes, and know where everything 
is in the house. It’s a good feeling to be 
needed. It’s a great temptation to make 
someone overdependent on you. But don’t 
do it—you want a man who is a man, not 
a clinging dependent child. 


DON’T OVERFEED HIM 

The right way to man’s heart may be 
through his stomach. And as many a wife 
will admit, after the honeymoon a pretty 
face won't make up for a burned, unap- 
petizing dinner. But, though cooking and 
serving good, nutritious meals is a must 
for every wife—too many wives take such 
pleasure in their husbands’ appreciation of 
their good cooking that they overdo. it. 
The table practically bends under the huge 
meals, the delicious roasts, potatoes and 
pies. This can be carrying a good thing 
too far. By overfeeding your husband you 
can literally kill him. Many a case of ulcers, 
gall bladder and heart trouble caused from 
overweight, have started in the home where 
the food is too good, too rich, too plentiful. 
Save your big, fancy, fattening meals for 
holidays. A pleasant smile and a nice way 
of serving will more than make up for 
some of those “too good” things you've 
been giving your husband. 


DON’T MAKE HIS EVERY WISH 
YOUR COMMAND 

It’s fine to love someone so much that 
you are willing to place his happiness be- 
fore your own. But though a good marriage 
involves giving generously of yourself, don’t 
give up your right to being an individual 
with your own personality, your own likes 
and dislikes. If hubby likes the ball games, 
go with him and try to learn to like them, 
too—but don’t keep going if you don’t de- 
velop an interest. And even if you do, 
don’t give up your own special interests. 
Try instead to get him interested in the 


things you like to do. This goes for the’ 


more important things, too—don’t be afraid 
to voice your own opinions about the kind 
of house you want to live in, how to raise 
the children, etc. In the long run, no man 
appreciates a doormat wife. 


moon we moved into Steve’s house. That 
was where we belonged, Mother said 
firmly. 

I hated living in Steve’s house. I felt 
lost and alone. It was torture to see Steve 


_and Mother together, looking at each other 


in a certain way, touching hands when 
they .thought I didn’t see. Sometimes 
when they went to their room at night and 
I knew what was going on, I thought I 
couldn’t bear it. : 

That fall I told Mother I was going to 


‘business school and get a job as soon as 


I could. She cried, because she wanted 
me to go to college, but she couldn’t make 
me change my mind. 

One night not long after that, when they 
thought I was in my room, I heard her 


talking to Steve, and she sounded worried. 

“TI just can’t understand her, Steve,” she 
sobbed. “She’s so pretty and it just isn’t 
natural for her never to have a date. 
She looks at us sometimes as if we were 
living in sin.” 

Steve laughed. “Don’t worry, honey. 
She’ll fall in love some of these days and 
then she'll know what it’s all about.” 

But Mother wouldn’t be convinced. “I’ve 
got a feeling that there’s something she 
never told me. There was a girl at school 
who got into trouble and died after an 
abortion and there was an awful scandal. 
The girl came here a few times and Chris 
had a few dates with one of ‘the boys in 
that crowd. Maybe something happened 
she can’t forget.” 

I could have forgotten if it had been 
someone I didn’t like, I thought. I could 
have put it behind me, if it had been a 
tramp off the street. But it had been Walt. 
And I had thought he was wonderful. I 
had trusted him. 

I never studied so hard in my life as I 
did that winter. The next spring I went 
straight into a job in one of the biggest 
companies in town. Two months later I 
found an apartment of my own. Mother 
nearly had hysterics and Steve was hurt: 
But I said I wanted a place of my own and 
moved right out. 

After a few months I was transferred 
to another branch of the company. I guess 
it didn’t strike me until the first day I went 
to work there that I'd be working for Ben 
Hartley, a brother of Walt’s father. It 
made me feel strange. But it was common 
knowledge that Ben Hartley didn’t get 
along with his brother. And Ben was 
about the only Hartley left in town. 

Walt’s father and mother had finally 
separated. His mother had gone East 
somewhere, and his father had gone into 
business in another part of the state. I'd 
heard that Walt had been injured in 
Korea, had been a long time recovering, 
then had gone back to college. 

Yd been working at the Hartley com-» 
pany hardly a year when Mr. Hartley’s 
private secretary left suddenly because of 
illness and I was appointed her successor. 

“They said you were our best girl,” Mr. 
Hartley said the first day I went to his 
office. “I don’t believe it. You're too 
pretty.” 

He was a blunt speaking, demanding 
man, but we got along all right. I caught 
on to the work quickly and proved myself 
efficient. 

Time slid by. I was a slim, poised 
young woman now, with brown eyes and 
dull gold hair. I dressed well because I 
had to go to dinners and parties with Mr. 
Hartley and his wife. They'd begun to treat 
me like a daughter. They had no children 
of their own. Sometimes when Mr. Hart- 
ley was having a dinner for business friends 
at his house he would insist that I be 
there. 

Some of the men I met asked me for 
dates, but they soon found out it didn’t 
do them any good. I guess the word got 
around, and most of the men quit asking 
me for dates. They just looked and passed 
on. 

‘One night that winter I was invited to a 
special dinner at Mr. Hartley’s house for 
some out-of-town guests. I wore a black, 
off-the-shoulder dress. Mrs. Hartley said 
that I looked sweet, but Mr. Hartley just 
snorted. I was standing alone for a mo- 
ment when someone walked up behind me. 

“Chris.” 

I shut my eyes. I thought I’d never have 
to hear that voice again. I’d never wanted 
to hear it again. I shivered. Then I pulled 
myself together. I wasn’t a kid any more. 

“Walt. What are you doing here?” 


x 


| 


“Your host does happen to be my 


ie hl ek Reel Chay aT. . 


: 


uncle, you know,” he said dryly. -“I flew 


in this afternoon. I guess Uncle Ben for- 
got to mention it.” 

His eyes.were on me. “You were a cute 
kid, but you’re a lovely woman, Chris. 
Uncle Ben has been telling me you're like 
a right hand to him.” 

‘He looked older, too thin, there were 
lines in his face. He was a nian now. 
The arrogance was gone, but the restless- 
ness was still there, 
weariness. 

Mr. Hartley saw us talking and came 
over. He was surprised that we knew each 
other. “Walt’s going to be around for 
awhile,” he said. “The boy’s had a bad 
time, Chris. Getting his leg patched up 
after that mess in Korea. Then when he 
was about through college, this virus strikes 
him. The doctor said he had to have a rest 
and I talked him into coming down and 
staying with us.” 

Then he went off again. I wished Walt 
would go off somewhere, too, so I wouldn’t 
have to talk with him. 

“That’s my life’s history, but I wouldn’t 
want to bore you, Chris,” he said, his 
mouth twisting. 

I had a strange feeling that he’d read 
my mind. I flushed. “I’m sorry things 
worked out the way they did for you—I 
mean, about your leg. It’s all right now?” 

“Sure, they fixed it up fine. But you 
wouldn’t have to be afraid of me -now— 
you.can run from me if you want to. I 
couldn’t catch you now, Chris.” 

I felt suffocated. He had to go and say 
a thing like that! “I guess I'll go-and see 
if Mrs. Hartley wants me for anything. 
After all, that’s why I’m here—to help 
entertain the guests.” : 

I saw Walt now and then the next 
couple of weeks. He’d'drop by the office 
to go to lunch with Mr. Hartley, or to 
drive him somewhere: He was always. po- 
lite to me—like we hardly knew each 
other. : : 

One day Mr. Hattles came down with a 
cold and was confined to his home for a 
few days. He had some big deals pending 
which he refused to trust to anyone else. 
So I spent half of.each working day at 
the Hartley house, taking dictation, jotting 
down notes about what Mr. Hartley wanted 
done at the office. 

Sometimes Walt was there, out in the 
garden getting the sun. It always gave me 
a turn when I looked out the window and 
saw his long form stretched out in a deck 
chair. Sometimes, Mr. Hartley would 
have him drive me home. We wouldn't 
talk much. There wasn’t anything to talk 
about. He’d drop me off at my apart- 
ment and leave. 

Once he asked about Mother and [ told 
him she’d married again, and about the 
new house she and Steve were building. 

“How come you don’t live with them, 
Chris?” he asked. “You and your mother 
used to be pretty close.” 

“Well, it’s different now. I mean 
Mother and I are still close, but she’s 
married to Steve—” I broke off at a loss. 

He talked a little about the college 


he was attending, his work there, but he, 
_didn’t say much about the dreary time he’d 
spent in the hospital after he’d gotten home 


from Korea. It was over and done .with. 
Mate his leg would always be a little 
stiff, but he’d get along. Cosas + cae 

Taking care of things at the office and 


going out to the Hartley house made me | 


so tired that sometimes I couldn’t’ sleep 
at night. I'd lie awake gritting my teeth 


-and asking myself why Walt ever had to 


come back here, why I had to see him 


again. ; 


But, finally, Mr. Hartley was up and 
around again, irritable and cross about 


everything. One night, after a trying day _ 


and a kind of- 


when I felt unusually worn out, Mother 
called and said she and Steve were having 
a few people in for dinner and wanted me 
to come over. Mother was always wanting 
me to meet new people. She was proud 
of my success, but I knew she’d never 
gotten over her disappointment that I 
wasn’t more popular. 

I toid her I was tired and couldn’t come. 
I had a shower and got into a sweater 
and skirt and decided to read for awhile. 
I’d just put some coffee on to perk when 
my buzzer sounded. I thought it was 
Mother or Steve coming to talk. me into 
going to dinner. But it was Walt. 

“Walt, what are you doing here?” I 
cried. ~ 

He thrust a brown envelope crammed 
with papers at me. “Uncle Ben sent me 
over with these. Something about the 
Larson deal. He wanted you to look over 
them before you went to bed. [ told him 
it was a heck of a way to expect a pretty 
girl to spend her evening, but he said yo 
wouldn’t mind.” : 

I gulped. “No, I don’t mind.” 

He sniffed. “Isn’t that coffee I smell? 
How about offering me a cup, Chris?” 


IF YOUR BABY 
CATCHES COLD 


Don’t go overboard 
on those newfangled drugs 


@ NOW THAT winter is here, colds are 
beginning to make the rounds along with 
the old familiar fallacies about them. When 
your little Johnny or Susie gets the sniffles, 
do you blame it on exposure to chill, 
dampness or drafts? Most parents do. 
Suppose we get the facts straight! 

Except for infants under one year, who 
may enjoy protective immunity, colds afflict 
us at all stages of our lives. Youngsters be- 
tween 2-6 catch colds more often than older 
ones, although by the time your child is 
nine he may be having as many as he did 
at six. Some children are more susceptible 
than others. A youngster with infected 


_sinuses, for instance, will have recurrent 


colds. Not only is the allergic child more 
apt to get colds, but these last longer and 
are more severe, too. 

Inclement weather, fatigue, low physical 
resistance, teething in babies, or swollen 
tonsils are ‘all factors which may hasten or 
complicate a cold, but they don’t produce 
one. What causes acute inflammation of 
the nasal mucous membrane is a filtrable 
virus. This is the trigger releasing hista- 


- mine, a troublesome substance lurking in 


our blood cells. More than 90 per cent of 
children’s respiratory infections and fevers 
are due to viruses. 


He came into the room before I could 
answer. I went out to the kitchen and got 
cups and saucers. My hands were shaking. 
I didn’t want Walt here. I couldn’t bear it. 

“Never mind,” he said behind me. ial} 
can see how having me around upsets you. 
You never have gotten over what I did to 
you, have you, Chris?” 

“Oh, please don’t bring that up,” I 
choked. ; 

“Uncle Ben is always worrying about 
how he’ll get along without you when you 
get married. But you'll never get mar- 
ried, will you?” 

“TJ don’t know. I haven't thought 
about it.” 

His eyes searched my face. “Chris, 
didn’t you ever tell your mother what hap- 
pened? Didn’t you ever talk to anyone?” 

I shook my head. “I—I couldn’t let 
anyone know. It would have killed 


Mother. She would have blamed herself 
because she wanted me to—to go 
around .. .” 


“With nice people,” he finished bitterly. 
“With kids like me and Stubby and Len 
and Queenie and the rest of them. We 
belonged to the best crowd in town. Our 


So far there is no cure for the common 
cold, but many parents ask or even urge 
doctors to prescribe antibiotics for Junior's 
sniffles. Antihistamines may prevent a cold, 
‘but they're useless once a cold has devel- 


_ oped. In fact, they may spell danger for 


your child as they mask complications like 
throat or ear infections, thereby making 
these more difficult to treat. é 

You cannot. shorten the duration of a 
cold by drugs or any other means. Phy- 
sicians at the Children’s Memorial Hospital 
in Chicago gave 55 youngsters with colds 
the old-fashioned treatment—bed rest, fluids 
and aspirins, while 37 others got sulfa 
drugs besides. What happened? The 37 
took, longer to recover. As one doctor said, 
“Leave a cold alone and it will go away in 
a week. Treat it properly, and you can get 
rid of it in seven days!” 

When your youngster comes down with 
a cold, put him to bed and give him half 
a glass of water, lemonade, or orange juice 
every waking hour. If he develops a cough, 
your pediatrician may recommend one of 
the new cough suppressors like Romilar, 
a drug as effective as codeine but not as 
habit-forming. : 

The old adage, “Feed a cold and starve 
a fever,” should be changed to read, “Feed 
a cold and you'll have to starve a fever!” 
In other words, it’s unwise to eat heavily 
during a cold. Besides a balanced diet of 
light, nutritious food, your youngster should 
have Vitamin D. During the winter months, 
the average child doesn’t get enough sun- 
shine to supply his need-for this vitamin. 
and most youngsters don’t drink enough 
enriched milk to meet standard require- 
ments. 

There’s reason to hope that America’s 
No. 1 malady will become as outdated be- 
fore long as scarlet fever or typhoid. Mean- 
while, prevention should be your ever- 
present thought. Guard your child from 
cold sufferers; keep him out of hot, dry 
rooms; keep his feet dry; dress him prop- 
erly for the weather and see that he gets 
enough rest, exercise and fresh air. : 

If he does catch cold in spite of these 
precautions, remember that Granny's reme- 
dies still hold favor with modern doctois. 


~ 


families were somebody. People couldn’t 
figure evt how kids like ws could have 
gotten into such a wild, crazy thing as that 
sex club. Some underprivileged kid get- 
ting into trouble they could understand. 
But nobody wept for us, Chris.” 

His voice was harsh. “Money can’t 
buy the things a kid’s heart and soul needs, 
Chris. We were no different from other 
kids. Maybe a little bolder. We thought 
we could get away with anything because 
we knew our families would cover up for 
us to save their own skins, not because 
they really cared about us. We had fast 
cars, money to spend, time to. kill, but we 
needéd to know someone really cared, just 
as any kid does.” 

Walt case 

“Your parents are off lapping it up in 
some gin mill, or trading bed partners at 
some fancy place, and you know you 
haven’t got much to live up to. You get 
in with a wild crowd, and somebody starts 
something. The rest play along because 
they've got to belong. You're’ marked 
for life. You can’t live it down. That’s the 
way it happens, Chris.” 

It was as if the blood had drained out 
of me. I stared at him and seemed to see 
him: for the first time in my life. I knew 
how it had been with him. Knew how he’d 
been hurt too, and realized for the first 
time how he’d tried:to make up for one 
tragic, shameful night. 

“I was as. much.to blame as you for 
what happened,” I whispered. “I closed 
my eyes to things I knew were wrong and 
walked right into it.”: 

“It doesn’t. matter now which of us was 
to blame, Chris. I’ve heard things about 
you. How you never have dates or any- 
thing. Everyone thinks you're a pretty. cold 
potato, self-centered, ready to cut any- 
thing out that interferes with your career. 
But I know you better than anyone. You 
won't even live with your mother because 
she had the bad taste to marry a man. 
Don’t you know what’s wrong with you?” 

“Leave me alone!” I gasped. “You’ve 
got.no right to talk to me like this.” 

“T’'ve got to say it, Chris,” he said stub- 
bornly. y“Because of what I did to you, 
you’ve Tecome frigid. All thought of love 
and sex is ugly and repulsive to you.” 

I put my hands over my. face and was 
crying helplessly. 

“You've got to face it, Chris. You’re not 
made ta, live like this—not a girl with 
eyes and a mouth. like yours. Love isn’t 
% always ugly and brutal and sordid the way 

it was with us. I was a wild, drunken kid. 


You've got to believe.me.” 


He.put his.hands on my arms and made > 


me look at him. “Chris, let me take you to 
a. doctor,” he said- urgently. “Someone 
who'll help you get straightened out, so 
you can live a normal life.” 

I shook my head and twisted away 
from him. “No! I won’t have a doctor 
asking me all kinds of questions, cutting 
me_apart, I’m all right, All I want is 
just for you to leave me alone.” 

“You're a coward, Chris,” he said flatly. 
“You won’t try to change the way you. feel 
because you're afraid to live. I guess no- 
body can help you but, yourself.” 

I didn’t see Walt again for nearly a 
week. Then. late one rainy day, he came 
into the office. I was clearing my desk, 
preparing.to go home. He hardly looked 
at me. 

“Uncle Ben busy?” he asked. 

“No, I don’t think so. It’s time to close 
the office.” » 

He knocked on Mr. Hartley’s door, went 
in and closed the door behind him. I 
couldn’t hear them talking at first. I put on 
my hat and coat, got my purse out of 

: the desk. Then I stopped short. ‘ 

Mr. Hartley and Walt’s voices were 
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louder now, angry and sharp. Mr. Hart- 


ley broke into an angry bellow the way he. 
did when he was in a rage. They were 
quarreling furiously. They had always 
gotten along so well, always thought so 
much of each other. I was stunned; I didn’t 
know what to do. 

Finally the door burst open and Walt 
strode across my office to the outer door. 
His face was white, his eyes looked awful. 

“You worthless, ungrateful young pup,” 
Mr. Hartley yelled. “You won't get an- 
other chance. And get out of my house, 
too!” 

Walt didn’t answer. He went on outside 
to the corridor. I stared at Mr. Hartley. 
Suddenly his face crumpled, his eyes looked 
old and sick. 

“Always liked the boy, never had a boy 
of my own. He got into bad trouble once, 
but there’s a lot of good in him,” he mut- 
tered. “Go home, Chris. 
alone for awhile.” 

I fled. I had to catch up with Walt, 
find out what had happened. The corridor 
was empty. I pressed the elevator button 
frantically. I caught up with him in the 
lobby. 


The Poise That Refreshes! 


. You can be slicked up within an inch 
of your life, groomed to the teeth, dressed 
in better taste than even Grace Kelly . . . 
but if your movements or mannerisms are 
awkward, you might as well have stayed 
‘home. Can you... 


Slip into your coat gracefully? You can 
if you hold it in your left hand, at the 
place where the right lapel will come. 
Then slip your right arm through the 
sleeve and pull it up over your shoulder. 
Now extend your left arm and your coat 
is on. 


Sit properly? When. seated, keep your 
body along proper posture lines, with your 
head up, your shoulders straight, back 
straight and your feet slightly forward, 
ankles crossed, with one foot slightly 
advanced. 

Walk. down stairs attractively? Don’t 
look at your feet, Point your toes out- 
ward, step after step, for sure-footedness 
and a model-like glide. 


“Walt,” I gasped. “What's wrong? You 
can’t quarrel with your uncle.” 

His mouth was hard. “He’s as stubborn 
as a mule, always wanting to run some- 
body’s life.” 3 

Outside on the street now, I had to 
run to keep up with him. The rain whipped 
about us. “Walt, he’ll be sorry tomorrow. 
He’s always sorry after he loses his temper. 
Maybe I can do something. Sometimes 
he'll listen to me. I could talk to him.” 

“Stay out of it, Chris,” he said harshly. 
“But if you have to know, he wanted me 
to come back here and go into business 
with him when I get that degree I’ve been 
so long about. He’s got a place set up for 
me. Oh, sure it wouldn’t be much at first. 


Uncle Ben believes in his men learning the’ 


business from the ground up, but he’ll 
push me ahead. But I’ve had an offer from 
a firm up North and J had to tell him today 
I was going to take it.” 

“But, Walt, you’d like working with 
your uncle!” 

“Sure. He’s always treated me decent. 


I want to be’ 


But I couldn’t-take it, Chris. Seeing you 
all the time. Loving you the way I do. 
Wanting you the way I do.” 

eWHItA ees ; 

“Maybe we were just kids, but you’ve 
always been my girl.” 

“I—I could work somewhere else . . . 

“Then I would always be thinking about 
how I'd done you out of a good job. No, 
thanks. I’ve had you on my conscience too 
long, Chris.” 

“Oh, Walt... .” 

“If things had been different, I could 
ask you to marry me and go back with me 
while I get my degree. There are some 


nice places just.off the campus for mar-— 


ried students. I'd have to really dig to 
make up for this time I’ve been out, but 
you'd be there.” 

His mouth twisted. “But a wild, drunken 
boy messed up things for a man who just 
wants to live in peace with his girl, make 
something of himself.” 

He turned and started to cross the 
street. I stared after him. Suddenly I 
knew I'd never see him again, and the 
feeling of desolation left me numb. I 
knew everything he’d said about me was 
true. I was a coward. Walt had tried to 
make up for his mistakes, but [I'd been 
afraid. I knew now what Mother had 
meant when she tried ‘to tell me what 
love was like between a man and a woman. 
I'd always loved Walt. 

“Walt, wait!” I. screamed. 

He stopped and turned. I dashed across 
the rainy street toward him. | hadn’t seen 
the speeding car. I could feel dark wings 
brush close as Walt’s long arms reached 
out and snatched me away from the on- 
rushing wheels. 

Walt’s face was like chalk. My dress 
was spattered with mud, my purse gone. 
I was sobbing hysterically. 

“You little fool,” Walt cried, shaking 
me. “Running out in the street like that. 
Haven't you got any sense?” 

“{—I just wanted to tell you I’ve always 
loved you—that’s why I didn’t look,” I 
sobbed. : 

People were crowding around, talking 
excitedly. The driver of the car which 
had almost struck me was incoherent with 
fear and rage. A policeman came up then 
and made everyone move on, tried® to 
unsnarl the traffic. 

“The girl ran right out in the street, 
officer,” somebody said. “She almost .gof 
herself killed.” ° 

The policeman tapped Walt on the arm. 
“Give me your name and take your girl 
home, boy. She’s pretty shaken up.” 

Walt hailed a taxi and put me inside. 
He went up to my apartment with me and 
insisted that I lie down. “Don’t you want 
me to call your mother, Chris?” 

I shook my head. “No. I'm all right 
now. I just didn’t think what I was do- 
ing when I ran after you.” 

‘His eyes searched my face. “Chris, you 
said .. .” 

My eyes met his steadily. I wasn’t 
afraid any more. “I wanted to tell you 
that if you really want me to go back to 
college with you I—I’ll go. That if you 
ask me to marry you, I'jl say yes. I’ve 
always loved you, Walt.” 

He hesitated and with a woman’s wis- 
dom new to me, I knew I’d have to break 
down the barrier of uncertainty and re- 
serve between us to make him sure of my 
love. I moved into his arms and I held 
him close. My lips answered his aching 


‘hunger. We couldn’t say anything for a 


long time. 

“Chris, you were always my girl,” he 
said finally. “If you knew how lonely I’ve 
been. But we—I want a real marriage, 


a real wife.” z 
I pulled his face down -to mine and 
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‘was saying. 


kissed him again, and all my heart and 
love was in that kiss. __- 

He swallowed. “Chris...” 

“Tt’s all right, Walt. I mean, I’m all 
right now. I don’t know how to tell you.” 
His eyes were shining. “You don’t have 
to, Chris. I know.” 

The next day I told Mother that I was 
going to marry Walt. She couldn’t believe 
it. “Darling, you only had a few dates 
with him, and he was one of those boys 
mixed up in that awful thing at school— 
that sex club.” 

“He was just a kid then, and I love him, 
Mother,” I said steadily. 

I knew there would be some people 
who'd always remember. Maybe the scars 
would always be there. But I wasn’t 
afraid. 

We'd all been to blame. Walt, who’d 
thought he could get away with anything 


Whisper 
My Name 


(Continued from 
page 23) 


would be posted. I ran down to the lockers 
and changed my clothes ahead of the 
other girls. I could hear them coming as 
I rap out. Miss Hopkins was waiting in 
the hall. 

She blocked my way. 
what happened, Ona. 
to have you try out.” 
“I bet,” I murmured, bitterly. 

“It’s true,” she insisted. “I blame my- 
self for this. I should have remembered 
the way you walk. In the corps, girls are 
to be looked at, not followed.” 

She went on earnestly, tearing at me, 
saying in her way the things Earl had 
said in his. “Do you think I would ask 
you...” I was cheap. I was common. 
I was the town pickup and it showed. 
“You're a very beautiful girl, Ona,” she 
“I wish you had come out 
earlier while there was a chance to train 
you, but if you'll let me, I can still teach 
you to walk with pride.” 

‘Tears backed up in my throat. “Pride?” 
I shouted. “Pride in what? What have I 
got? What did I ever have to be proud 
of? No, thank you. I'll walk my own 
way.” 

“I didn’t want to hurt you,” she was 
saying, as I brushed past her and ran out, 
blind with tears and shame. 

I was running across the yard when 
suddenly Jack was there. I'd forgotten 
about him. He caught my arm, said 
Polly and Al were waiting in the car. 
“Why don’t you just go away?” I gasped. 
“Please, Ona, | know how you feel. I 
could have killed those guys.” His hand 
tight on my arm, he steered me to the 
car. Polly was actually crying. 

“You had it made, Ona. They ruined 
it for you.” 

T ruined it for myself, 1 was thinking, 
by being myself. The girl whose walk 
could stop ’em dead. 

Al was talking. “The day’s still young,” 
he said, “let’s go to Silver Lake. Nothing 
like a couple of drinks to break up the 
blues.” 

When we got to Silver Lake, Jack and 
I danced. He held me close, not saying 
anything, but his arms seemed to say, 
Here I am. I want you. On the big empty 
dance floor, he kissed me. 


“I’m sorry for 


I felt the strength of his thick strong 
body pressed against me, and the throb- 
bing intensity building up in him. I didn’t 
push him away. I no longer cared. 

Polly and Al were out in the car. Jack 


I was really happy. 


because of his family. I, who’d been a 
star-struck girl compromising with things 
I knew were wrong. Mother, who had 
wanted me to go with a good crowd and 
put too much value on material things. 
Walt’s parents, who had never given their 
son the things a child’s heart and soul 
needs. And, Stubby and Len and Elaine 
and Queenie—all of them. Each of us had 
paid for our mistakes in our own bitter 
way. And nobody had wept for us. 

Walt and I are married now. Mother 
cried at our wedding. Uncle Ben looked 
proud as a peacock because all his plans 
for Walt were going to work out. Walt’s 
parents looked pleased, too. But that 
wasn’t what meant the most to Walt and 
me. Somehow we’d gotten our tangled 
lives straightened out and it was the future 
and our love that mattered most to us. 

THE END 


and I had more rum and coke. It was 
dark then. We were dancing to an old 
song—Someone to Watch Over Me. It 
was wistful and sweet, and hurt me like 
pins stabbing. 

Jack. danced slowly, with his mouth 
against mine. I felt I was crying inside. 
Then he took my hand and we went out 
to the car. Polly was putting on her 
shoes. She said she was starved. They 
were going to get something to eat. 

Jack waited until they went into the 
pavilion, then he got into the back seat 
and pulled me into his arms. 

“T can’t wait any longer, Ona. I’m crazy 
about you,” he whispered to me. “I'll 
look after you, I swear it. I won’t let you 
down.” 

What difference does it make? { thought. 
He was kissing me wildly, his hands mov- 
ing down my sides. I wondered what I 
was holding out for. At least, Jack did 
want me. I shut my eyes and made my- 
self lie still in his arms. 

My sudden cry startled both of us. I 
hadn’t expected pain. Maybe I had thought 
if | shut my eyes, I wouldn’t even know. 
Wise girls always made “giving up” sound 
so easy and so much fun. For me, it 
wasn’t easy or fun. It was painful and 
clumsy and terrifying—a nightmare of 
being possessed by some giant stranger 
in. the dark. 

Presently, Jack’s arms were around me 
gently, his head against my shoulder. I 
was crying silent, steady tears. At last, 
he spoke without lifting his head. 

“Ona, why didn’t you tell me? I mean, 
I wouldn’t have . . . but I was so sure!” 

His voice broke. He got out of the — 
car. I huddled on the seat and cried. I 
heard his restless footsteps, saw the flash 
of his lighter. After awhile he came back. 

“You all right?” he asked softly, push- 
ing my hair from my face. I managed 
some answer. j 

“Look, Ona, this is not the way a guy 
would plan it, but will you marry me— 
tonight?” 

I sat up slowly, dabbing at my eyes. 
“You don’t mean it,” I said. 

“Yes, I do. I’ve got some money, about 
fifty bucks. I know a justice upcountry.” 
He talked fast about legal age, no waiting 
in our state and some deal to get around 
the blood test. “I love you, Ona. Will 
ou?” 

’ “But why would you love me?” I man- 
aged. I'd been horrible to him, besides 
he knew I was crazy about somebody else. 

“I don’t know,” he said honestly, “but 
I loved you from the first moment I saw 
you. I'd almost flip thinking of you and 
Earl—and maybe other fellows, too.” 

He leaned toward me in the dark car, 
caught my shoulders. “But it’s not like 
that, Ona. 3 § know now. You’re mine and 
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IN 3 DAYS 


nobody else’s—ever. Please marry me.” 

I didn’t understand him. I couldn’t even 
think. My body and mind ached from 
the fury of the day. Only one thing got 
through to me. Jack meant it. He wanted 
to marry me. - 

‘I said, “Can Polly and Al go with us?” 

They did, as gay as if it were their 
wedding. The justice of the .peace was a 
thin, tobacco-chewing man with mean 
eyes. He reminded me of my father—it 
was the first time I had thought of my 
folks—and he was already saying, “Do 
you take this woman .. .” 

1 had no ring but I had a paper that 
said I was Mrs. John Harold Dayton. I 
didn’t know Jack had a middle name. I 
didn’t know very much about my husband, 
not even exactly why he had married me. 

On the way back, Jack, who had been 
singing all the way, stopped at the Old 
Mill, outside town. I wasn’t hungry, but 
he bought supper for all of us. Afterward, 
he told Al and Polly to take the bus into 
town, we were staying at the Old Mill. 
Polly looked at me with a funny, faraway 
stare, then she kissed me and wished me 
happiness, like she was going to cry. 

We had a pretty room, with two beds. 
Jack locked the door and came toward 
me. He kissed me gently but when his 
arms tightened, I pulled away quickly. 

“I know we're married,” I managed, 
“but please leave me alone, Jack. 
couldn’t bear it.” 

“J understand,” he said gently. “Get 
some sleep.” 

“Thank you,” I murmured, “thanks for 
everything.” : 

I went to bed in my:slip and Slept in- 
stantly, too achingly exhausted to stir. 
I awoke early. Bewildered, I stared at 
the pretty room, and then I saw Jack’s 
tousled head in the other bed. I got up 
quickly and dressed. When Jack awoke, 
I was sitting by the window. ~ 

“How’s the bride?” he yawned. “You 
look like you’re waiting for a bus.” 

He sat up grinning. He wore only 
shorts. He had a mat of blond hair on 
his chest, reminding me of Earl. I looked 


| away, tried not to shiver. 


“Don’t I even rate a kiss?” Jack asked. 
I stayed on the chair like I was glued. 
“It’s eight o’clock. We ought to get going. 


‘We have to tell my folks—and yours.” 


The smile left his face and his big 
shoulders twitched, as if my chill were 
catching. He ran his hand over his close- 
cut curls. : 

“We do, don’t we?” he said softly. 
“Better get it over with.” 

No one was home at our house. I put 
on a fresh dress and we drove to Man- 
chester Avenue. The big street looked 
beautiful with the September sun shining 


| through the elms, the gardens filled with 


fall flowers. We passed Dr. Haines’ house, 


then stopped at the green house with tur-- 


rets and iron dogs on the lawn. 

Jack gripped my hand. “Don’t mind 
Grandmother. She'll be difficult.” 

“I won’t mind anything,” I said slowly, 
as I began to realize what had happened. 
I was married to Jack Dayton. I lived on 
Manchester Avenue. I’d really show Earl 
Haines! 

Jack’s hand in mine was firm but cold 
as we walked into the wide polished hall. 
Instantly Mrs. Dayton appeared at the 
top of the stairs. Alice Dayton is a tall, 
thin woman in her fifties, with gray hair 
and a pained, nervous smile. 1 wasn’t the 
best customer the library had, but I had 
seen her. She was talking as she started 


| down the stairs. 


“Oh; Jack, dear, I’m so glad you're 
home. I was so worried . . .” : 

Then she saw me and stopped. Her 
hand clutched the rail as she stared at 
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us. Jack’s hand tightened around mine. 
“Mother,” he said, “this is my wife.” 
Alice Dayton’s face turned almost gray. 


’She opened her mouth and tried twice 


before any words came out. 

“But, Jack, this—this is Ona Hebert.” 
Like I couldn’t be anybody’s wife. 

“She is Ona Hebert Dayton now, 
Mother,” Jack said, and told her where 
we'd been married. “I’m sorry we had 
ta do it this way—not that we had to,” 
he added quickly. 

“Are you sure?” asked an icy voice. 
I turned. A tall, thin white-haired woman 
had walked out of the living room. Jack 
introduced her as his grandmother, Mrs. 
Ellis. Her steely eyes moved over me. 

“I see you have your mother’s liking 
for the slums,” she said bitterly. “At least, 
your father. married above his station.” 

“Ona is my wife, Gram. I love her.” 

She sniffed. “Unemployed, untrained, 
but fit for love. One more for me to 
keep.” Her sharp eyes darted over me 
again. “If it is only one—so far.” 

Mrs. Dayton got her power back then 
and hurried down the stairs. “Please, 
Mother, we don’t even know the child.” 
She came toward me with her flickering 
smile. “I hope you'll forgive this welcome, 
Ona, but it was a surprise. 
I’ve always wanted a daughter.” 

“But not me,” I thought, as she kissed 
my cheek. 

I hadn’t said one word but [I felt Pd 
grown two inches. They despised me but 


_I was married. I belonged here, in this 


house, on this street. - 


@ OUR MARRIAGE set the town on its 
ear, Those next two weeks were Christmas 
every day for me—but like no Christmas 
I'd ever known. I was really riding high. 
Me, Ona Hebert, all alone up there, big 
and important. I was somebody. : 

We moved into Jack’s room—big and 
beautiful with two windows overlooking 
the garden. It had carpets and -curtains 
and nice sheets on the bed. 

That first week, the garage called Jack 
back to work again, so he was gone dur- 
ing the day. I stayed in bed until noon. 
No more school, no more work. I was 
married. I was going to be kept. 

But that bed was the one I didn’t want 
to go to at night. There was always a 
fight with Jack. Leave me alone ... 
Don’t touch me... 

When I'd wake, with Jack gone, I'd 
have to pinch myself. I was still living 
in the big house, with a telephone and a 
car. It wasn’t a. dream. 

Finally I’d dress, leaving the room lit- 
tered and the bed unmade. [I never thought 
about how I left it nor how it got straight- 
ened up before I came back. I was too 
busy thinking of me—Ona Dayton. 

Slowly I'd walk down the street past 
Earl’s house. He was away but he must 
have heard about our marriage. I'd purr, 
thinking how it would be when he came 
home, what he’d say, how he’d act. I'd 
drift downtown, visit with the girls at the 
Variety and wait around for Polly. 

I'd go to a movie, to kill time until Jack 
was through work. 

It was wonderful at first, but slowly as 
October came along, things got out of 
joint. 
busy to talk. Polly quit school and was 
working full time. She was worried be- 
cause Al didn’t have a job. 

“His folks are drifters,” she said. “They 
might just pick up and leave .. .” 

“Al loves you,” I said lightly. 

“Love’s not a ring in the nose for every 
man,” she snapped. 

Polly was so disagreeable the next day, 


‘that I only stayed a few minutes, said I 


had to go down to Mill Street, and pick 


Really I— ~ 


The girls at the store were too . 


an You SolveThese 3 Puzzles? 


No. 1 


Solution Is One 
of Last Names 
Below: 


Johann E. BODE 
Henry FORD 
Alice CARY 

Alexander G. BELL 

Johann S. BACH 

William PACA 


No. 2 


Solution Is One 
of Last Names 
Below: 
Robert BURNS 
John BROWN 
Ethan ALLEN 
Alfred E. SMITH 
H. G. WELLS 
Sigmund FREUD 


No. 3 


Solution Is One 
of Last Names 


John GAY 
Will H. Low 
Walter MAP 

Edgar W. NYE 
Robert E. LEE 
Samuel J. WAY 


SEND IN YOUR ANSWERS ON COUPON BELOW AND 
RECEIVE FREE DETAILS ON HOW YOU MAY SHARE IN 


= oe : 
THIS MAY BE 
YOUR TIME 

TO WIN! 


You've read of othiers winning big prizes. 
You've seen their picwres in the papers, 
smiling broadly and beaming at their 
good fortune. Well, maybe this is YOUR 
time to win! 

Think what it could mean to you! The 
home of your own you've always dreamed 
oft-A college education for your child! 
Perhaps at last going into business for 
yourself! 

‘Whatever your dream. act today on this 
great opportunity . presented under 
sponsorship of the publishers of The 
Standard International Encyclopedia . . . 
and designed to publicize this great ref- 
erence work and further its distribution. 

Believing that people like puzzles, and 
that puzzles in themselves are inherently 
educational, the sponsors have combined 
the challenge of puzzles with the oppor- 
tunity to get rich—with the result being 
this $100,000.00 Opportunity Puzzle 
Comest, in which YOU MAY WIN A 
FORTUNE IN CASH! 


any other of the 400 prizes. 


OPPORTUNITY PUZZLE CONTEST 


Dept. KK-S, 32 West 47 Street, New York 36, N.Y. 


Listed in box at right are my answers to Puzzles 
1, 2, and 3. I am interested in your $100,000.00 
Cash Prize Contest and would like you to send 
me—without charge or obligation—the set of 
basic puzzles together with full rules and details 
as to how 1 may win $50,000.00 First Prize or 


City & Stote___ 


A YOU READ this page, you have before 
you a truly remarkable opportunity - . 
an opportunity to win thousands and thov- 
sands of dollars in an exciting, fascinating 
contest with new ond stimulating puzzles. 

Today! — right now! — ACT on this oppor- 
tunity! See the three puzzles frinted above. 
And, following the procedure explained with 
the Sample Puzzle in the lower part of this 
page, see if you can find the name each puz- 
ale represents. 

When you have done that, fill in your on- 
swers to the three puzzles, along with your 
own name ond address, on the coupon in 


= *59,000.00 Ist Prize May Become Yours! ~ 


Fun and Fortune Await You in This Fascinating Contest 


This may indeed be the opportunity you're been wait- 
ing for! —to free you from money cares and bring you 
the security and the luxuries you have always crat ed! 

Act today to get in on this great opportunity! Right 
now! — fill in your answers to Puzzles 1, 2 and 3 on the 
coupon at the lower left. Also fill in plainly your own 
ie ond acilaetts Bad Sieil. the: Coenen POOR! ly to 

you itional 


The Sample Puzzle below will give you an idea of how 
to solve the interesting mame-puzzles featured in this 
$100,000.00 Opportunity Puzzle Contest. And the puz- 
zles you see above are actually the first three ofhcial 
puzzles of the contest. 

First, of course, study the Sample Puzzle, and read 
carefully the explanation printed along with it. Then 
«ry solving Puzzles No. 1, No, 2 and No. 3 above, aod 
see if you can find the famous name represented by each 
puzzle, in the list of names printed under it. 

In this way you will get a taste of the enjoyment and 
challenge presented in the puzzles of this contest: And 
as to the thrill of winning, can’t you yourself imagine 
what it would be like to win $50,000.00, $10,000.00, 
$7,500.00 or anyother of thecash prizesshownattheright! 


This SAMPLE PUZZLE 
Will Give You the Idea! 


Before trying to solve Puzzles 1, 2 and 3 
above, let's solve this Sample Puzzle: 

Note the various letters and objects, 
ond the plus and minus signs. C plus OWL 
plus EYE plus TANK... gives us COWLE- 
YETANK. Next, minus TOWEL minus CAN 
means that from COWLEYETANK we take 
away the letters TOWELCAN, leaving YEK. 

Now, in the list of names under the 
puzzle, we see the last name of Francis 
Scott KEY, and by re-orronging the letters 
YEK to K EY, we have KEY os the correct 
solution to this puzzle. 


the lower left corner of the page. Mail the 
coupon promptly — to the address shown — 
and we will send you, FREE and entirely with- 
out obligation, full rules, details and the 
official set of basic puzzles of the Opportunity 
Puzzle Contest, in which $100,000.00 in 
Cosh Prizes will be awarded. 

Yes — ony one of 400 cosh prizes may 
become yours in this contest — o Ist Prize of 
$50,000.00! — a 2nd Prize of $10,000.00! 
— @ 3rd Prize of $7,500.00! — a 4th Prize of 
$5,000.00! — or any one of the other prizes 
shown in the official prize list printed at the 
right. 


the address shown. We will then 


puzzles, rules and details explaining just how you go 
about making yourself eligible to win $50,000.00, 
$10,000.00, $7,500.00, $3,000.00 or any other of the cash 


sums to be awarded. 
Don't put 


mail the coupon TODAY! 


it off! Act bere ond now, while this oppor- 
tunity is before you! Solve the three puzzles above, and 


SOLUTION IS OWE OF LAST NAMES BELOW: 


Edward W. BOK Froncis Scott KEY 
Robert E. LEE Edgar Allen POE 
Peter PAM Frons ABT 


Someone Must Win! 
Why Not You! 


400 
CASH 
PRIZES 


kek kK kK 
ist PRIZE 


$50,000.00 


2nd Prize. .*10,000.00 


3rd Prize ....°7,500.00 
4th PRIZE $5,000.00 
5th PRIZE .. .. $2,500.00 
6th PRIZE... «$1,500.00 
7th PRIZE $1,500.00 
8th PRIZE .. .. $1,000.00 
9th PRIZE .. .. $1,000.00 
10th PRIZE . .- $1,000.00 


Nith thru 15th, ea. $200.00. . $1,000.00 
léth thru 30th, ea. $100.00 . . .$1,500.00 
Bist thru 100th, ea. $75.00... $5,250.00 
T0ist thru 150th, ea. $50.00. 2,500.00 
250 Additional, ea. $35.00. . $8,750.00 


TOTAL....*100,000.00 


@ Standard Internationat Library, N. ¥ 


Act TODAY-This May Be YOUR OPPORTUNITY OF A LIFETIME! 
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eee ee BABY SHOES Preserved on 


£ PICTURE FRAME 


Baby’s precious shoes preserved in 
metallic bronze-like finish together with 
photo on handsome 8 x 10 picture frame. 
ONLY Baby’s first name engraved IN 

$95 GOLD! 3-i6in. plate giass for 
5% photo sui 


lied, Magnificent life- 

timekeepsake! Send No Money! Mail 
shoes&name, Pay postman plus postage 
on delivery. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


e- "iy 1493 Clybourn, Chicago 10, tt. 


| EPILEPSY! 


Learn about treatment for 
epileptic spells! Write toda 
for*free information. ; 


Lakewood Neurophen Co., Station A, 
Dept. HW-4, Cleveland 2, Ohio 


SONG POEMS WANTED {? fist) 
LEARN THE TRUTH before you sign 
any contract. I invite comparison 

FREE RECORDS Of Your Song—No Charge 


For Examination. Send For 
Complete Information Today—No Obligation. 


JOHNNY MACK'S MELODY MART 


1094 W. 39th St., Dept. R, Los Angeles 37, Calif. 
Famous in Radio and Show Business for Over 25 Years. 


What happened to that pint of blood 
you were GOING to give? 
CALL YOUR RED CROSS TODAY! 


Duramic Products Dept. E-32 | 


INGROWN NAIL 
Hurting You? 


Immediate 
Relief! 


A few drops of OUTGRO® bring blessed relief from 
tormenting pain of ingrown nail. OUTGRO tough- 
ens the skin underneath the nail, allows the nail to 
be cut and thus prevents further pain and discom- 
fort. OUTGRO is available at all drug counters. 


cat home! No canvassing. 
$40. week _ possible. 


SHORTHAND 
a 
DAYS 
BRIEF SHORTHAND °se!.#, 55 Berke Ave 
Reed PEOPLE TODAY I> Gents 


EASIEST course to learn and use quickly. 
No machines, no puzzles, no delays, Learn 
to write and transcribe COMPLETE rapid 


PROPORTION-IZED 


, Half-Size Zou 


CATALOG 


5 4a ORCCARTEL UTE TESTED 


JUST MAIL 
COUPON BELOW |; 


r 


ENJOY BETTER FIT and truly youthful 
smartness, save money too! Shop by mail 


* from new Hayes Half-Size Style Catalog. 


Hayes styles are different because they 
are Proportion-ized for YOU. Sizes: 12% 
to 26%, all at money-saving low prices. 

This woven Plaid Gingham Dress with a gracefully 
flared skirt is a wonderful buy at $3.98. Other 
dresses from $2.98 to $16.98. Coats from $12.98 up. 
Smart shoes and hose. Also suits, sportswear, robes, 
slips, corsets and underwear—all Proportion-ized 
to fit perfectly and flatter your Half-Size figure. 


Mail the coupon now for your copy 
of Hayes Style Catalog. IT’S FREE. 


DEPT..427 
-——-INDIANAPOLIS 47 —-; 
INDIANA 


Please rush FREE Hayes Catalog of Half-Size Styles, 
priced low and Proportion-ized for perfect fit. 


(427) 
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Sal a en ee ee ee 


up a few more of my things. Mama was 
sitting at the kitchen table, drinking tea 


from a thick old mug. Suddenly, | real-— 
| ized I didn’t know her at all. 


Abruptly, she said, “Ona, do you love 
Jack?” 

I was amazed. I knew she thought he 
was an angel right out of Heaven. 

I said, “We're married.” 

“A lot of wicked things go on behind 
that word,” she said ‘tensely, looking 
around the dark, dirty kitchen with the 
iron sink and the wood stove. “I married 
your father when I was seventeen, stuck 
with him because he had a physical at- 
traction for me that was worse than a 
taste for drink.” 

I stirred uneasily but she went on. “I 
came from decent farm folks, upstate. 
The boys are like them. They cleared 
out.” She leaned over the table. “Ona, 
baby, be a good wife. Try for his sake. 
Try for your own. Then you'll have 
something to be proud of.” 

“IT got something to be proud of,” I 
said. “I live on Manchester Avenue.” 

She sighed, as if I hadn’t understood 
her. “You could put your father in a 
palace,” she said flatly, “and he’d make 
a pigsty of it in a month.” 


@ I DIDN’T SEE Mom again for awhile. 
I didn’t want to hear talk like that. I didn’t 
go to see Miss Hopkins either, when she 
wrote, wishing me happiness and asking 
me to come in to school. I had the hap- 
piness, no thanks to her. 

But I had to see Mrs. Ellis and Mrs. 
Dayton. They were in the house with me. 


The old lady rode me, or made cracks * 


about me to Jack or his mother. She 
hated me. But Mrs. Dayton, who never 
said a cross word and kept that patient 
smile, hated me, too. I only wished she’d 
say it and not smile. 

I raged about that to Jack. I was al- 
ways hunting an argument, an excuse to 
keep him from making love to me. I 
didn’t think how my faultfinding sounded, 
night after night, nor what it was doing 
to him. 

I was at it again, one cool October 
night, the week after my visit to Mom. 
Jack stirred on his pillow and began talk- 
ing in the quiet, serious way he’d.gotten 
into. ' 

“TI told you Gram would be rough,” he 
said. “I'll go to the draft board tomorrow. 
If I can’t get called up, I'll try to enlist. 
Then you'll get my allotment and you can 
find yourself a place to board.” 

Board! { stiffened under the cool sheets. 
Did he think I’d leave this house, no mat- 


‘| ter what the old lady did? I was going 


to be right here when Earl came home. 
He was going to see me living on Man- 
chester Avenue. 

Jack felt my anger. He reached over 
to touch me, but I pulled swiftly to the 
edge of the bed. Suddenly I began to 
cry. I couldn’t explain why. 

“Don't be afraid, Ona,” Jack said softly. 
“I want you-but I won’t bother you any 
more. JI promise. Ill wait until you're 
ready. Only let me hold your hand.” 

This seemed too good to be true, but I 
put my hand in his. He held my fingers 
against his rough cheek and talked to me 
in the dark. 

That night, he told me again about his 
father who had been a lobster fisherman. 
Alice Ellis met and married him on a 
summer vacation, when she was. thirty. 
The next year, he was drowned and she 
came home with Jack. : 

“Gram never forgave her for marrying 


. Dad. She never let me forget I was a 


nobody.” 


“But you're not,” I denied. “Your 


mother was married. Your father was a 


ar ee 


aE Pee Deen ee 


yet tts 


good, decent man. And you do. . 


I almost said he lived on Manchester | 
Avenue, but I could see that mightn’t 
mean so much to him. He kissed my 
fingers and said we better get some sleep. 

Jack really kept his promise. Every 
night, we'd go to bed, hold hands and 
talk. I know it sounds crazy, but that’s 
how it was. I could only think I really 


had it made. 


In the darkness, Jack told me about his 
loneliness in this house, growing up with- 
out a man, and with his mother’s fear and 
He never 


his grandmother’s bitterness. 
-really had anything of his own. 
“Neither did J,” I said. 


“But neither did the other kids on Mill | 
“Here, every-. 


Street,” he reminded me. 
body else had everything.” 


I was still so wrapped up in my own 
thoughts, I didn’t quite understand all 
Or maybe I was 
afraid even to pity him, lest I upset 
everything. So we’d go to sleep holding 
“hands. Sometimes when the night turned 
cold, I'd wake up in his arms. He’d kiss 
me when he left for work and I'd go on 


these talks meant. 


sleeping. 


But the fun was wearing off. There was 
no one left to brag to. If only Earl would 
come home! I’d made no new friends and 
my old friends were being pretty dis- 
‘agreeable. I was so lonely one afternoon, 
I went back to the house at four-thirty, an 


hour before my usual time. 


Crossly, I climbed the stairs and stopped 
abruptly at the door to our room. The 
bed was freshly made, a carpet sweeper 
and mop stood by the door, and by the 
closet, hanging up my clothes, was Alice 


Dayton. 
“Maid’s day off?” I snapped rudely. 
‘She. turned slowly, 


Ona—do not pick up your clothes.” 


“Don’t do me any favors,” I cracked, 


~ angrily, to cover my embarrassment. 


She walked toward me, her gray eyes 
clear and steady, with no pretense of a 
smile. “I’m not doing this for you, Ona,” 
she said. “I’m doing it for Jack—to spare 
him any more trouble with my mother 
and because he believes in you. [ don’t 
want him hurt any sooner than he must 


be.” 


She took the sweeptr and mop and 
went out. I sat on the edge of the bed, 
the words echoing in my mind. “Sooner 
She was sure I 
would hurt him, that this wouldn't last. 


@ STUNNED, I looked around the neat 
and shining room. So she did this every 
day, during her two hours off. Well, she 


than he must be...” 


wouldn't have to do it for me again. 


wasn’t going to be obligated to her. And 
I'd find some way to make a thing out 


of it to Jack. 


But Jack had other things on his mind 
that night. He had his draft notice. He 
was to report on Friday. Almost before 
I could catch my breath, he was gone and 


I was alone with those women. 


I did take care of the bedroom but it 
I simply didn’t know how 
to clean. But I stuck with it and it got 
easier as I went along. I sure had plenty 
There was nothing else 


wasn’t easy. 


of time for it. 
to do. 


By and by, I couldn’t even sleep. Even 
if I read or listened to Jim’s records until 
midnight, 1 was awake again at seven. A 
week of that, and I went to work full- 
time at the Variety. When I airily told 
Polly it wasn’t for the money, but just 
to pass the time, she looked like, she was 
going to spit. I was sorry Vd said it, but 


I couldn’t tell her how miserable I was. 


her long hands 
pressed against the apron she wore over 

~ her neat library dress. “Maids—a once- 
a-week cleaning woman such as we have, 


~The Larson’s S.M.D. Swedish Milk Diet 


Get Slim 


Take Off Ugly Fat 
This Safe Easy Way 


~LARSON’S S.M.D. 
The Swedish Milk Diet 


Larson’s S.M.D. is a special diet plan 
which was invented in Sweden, the coun- 
try with the healthy way of living. If you’ 
are overweight because you eat too much 
and if you want to reduce and do it safe- 
ly, then you should mail the coupon and 
see for yourself that you don’t have to be 
so fat. 


Helps Counteract Hunger 
On The Diet Days 


The creamy milk diet containing Larson’s 
S.M.D. is a complete food which helps 
take away the hungry feeling on diet days. 
People who may dislike milk do like the 
tasty Larson’s S.M.D. milk. 


Healthy — Not Dangerous 
Larson’s $.M.D. Swedish Milk Diet takes 


off the dangerous excess fat in a natural 
way without using drug or slimming in- 
gredients. Invented in Sweden, Larson’s 
S.M.D. is already very popular here in 
America. Because it is so limited on sup- 
ply it is not yet in stores but you can 
send for it by mail and get prompt de- 
livery. 


The Scale Your Friend 


After the first day of using Larson’s) 
S.M.D. Swedish Milk Diet you should 
start to lose weight. In a week you will 
not be afraid to look at the scale any- 
more because the scale confirms that using 
the Swedish Milk Diet will make your 
weight go down faster. Get on the scale 
and check how much weight you have lost. 
This will satisfy you. 


No Cost 


The Larson’s $.M.D. Swedish Milk Diet 
actually costs nothing if you compare this 
with the cost of the expensive food you 
do not need on a diet day. You lose that 
ugly superfluous fat and at the same time 
you save money. : 


No Underfeeding 


contains full daily requirements of min- 
erals, necessary vitamins, calcium, pro- 
tein, carbohydrates, iron, phosphorous, 
energy elements. It equals a meal of 
these essential elements. And the Swedish 
Milk Diet gives you the necessary varia- 
tion between diet days and days with 
normal meals when you éat like you do 
now. You only use Larson’s S.M.D. 3 


days a week. Sunday, Tuesday, Thursday - 


and Saturday you don’t diet at all but 
eat just like you do now. 


Improve Your Health 


Larson’s S.M.D. helps keep you regular. 
With using Larson’s SMD. Swedish 
Milk Diet you never feel tired or de- 
pressed because of the need for a harsh 
laxative. Larson’s S.M.D. supplies healthy 
bulk. You will be less likely to feel list- 
less, dull, sluggish due to a laxative. _ 


You Enjoy Life Again 


Yes, every look in the mirror will confirm 
that you have changed. You will look and 
act younger, be able to wear more youth- 
ful clothes that will fit better. Friends will 
say that you are far more attractive. And 
with all that weight gone your doctor 
will certainly approve. All this by using 
Larson’s S.M.D. Swedish Milk Diet. 


Make One Week’s Test 
For Only $1 — Mail Coupon 


To make it real easy for you to see exact- 
ly what this new kind of milk diet is, 
how it works and why it is so popular all 
over the world, a special one week’s sup- 
ply is available for only $1. What’s more, 
if you are dissatisfied in any way you can 
return the empty package after the week’s 
trial and get your dollar back. This is 
entirely different from any other reduc- 
ing method. It really works and anyone 
normally healthy can do it. So mail $1~ 
and the coupon today. 


‘ 


S.M.D. Co., Distributors, Dept. 707 
230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, Ill. 


Enclosed is $1 for which send me one week's 
supply LARSON’S S.M.D. Swedish Milk Diet. 
If | am dissatisfied | will return empty 
container and you will refund my money. 


(Send, instead 4 weeks’ supply for $3. : 


Same guarantee. 
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BUY WHOLESALE 


Resell At Big Profits! 


SELL NAT’LY ADVERTISED 
BRANDED MERCHANDISE 
Famous-make Electrical 


Appliances, Aluminumware, 
Housewares, Watches, 


Clocks, Rings, Costume 
Jewelry, Sporting Goods, 
Sok Gian Dishes, Lug- 


gage, Silverware, Toys, 
Gifts, etc. In no time you'll 
have a lifetime list of steady 
REPEAT customers, plus a 
STEADY HIGH EARN- 
ING BUSINESS. WRITE 
TODAY. 


Free 124-Page Color Catalog 


Separate confidential price list and space 
on front cover for your mame and address. 


Wherit wome provucts co., Inc. 


Dept. HRG2, 107 Manhattan Ave., Brooklyn 6. N. Y. 


INTRODUCTORY OFFER! 


Why risk loss of real diamonds when these imitations 
look so real it’s hard to tell difference. 
ENGAGEMENT RING. Legh sparkling brilliant 
center simulated diamond set off by 2 delicate stones 
on each side. 1/30 14K rolled gold plate band. 
MATCHED WEDDING RING. 1/30 14K rolled 
gold plate band exquisitely set with 7 matched fiery 


“=xc~ FREE—White Plastic Ring Box 


Both rings, beautiful matched set, in 
plush lined gift box only $2.98 plus ’30c 
tax. Cash orders postpaid. If C.O.D. 
postage extra. State ring size or enclose 
2 string tied around ring finger. Wear 10 
days on approval and if not satisfied 
return for money back. 


MILLER & CO., Dept. 709, 230 N. Michigan, Chicago 1 


tte ENIEA FOREVER 


Pm TEMPORARY RELIEF tS NOT mnoucn 


instruction book carefully fearned 
the MAHLER pl safely and effic 
Used years. 


cated over 50 


SUFFERERS 
FROM 


a 


(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 


“~DERMOIL 


SEE FOR YOURSELF 
no matter how long you 
have suffered. Write for 
FREE book on Psoriasis 
and DERMOIL with 

actual “before—after” 
photo record of results, 


with Psoriasis, the ugly, 
scaly skin disease. Try 
non- speed DERMOIL. 


een 
pone a 


— \ GENEROUS 


radually di sappeared and th 

joyed the thet ofa popes clear skin. DERMOIL 

is used by pe doctors. Must give definite 
pone or He mone’ Make our famous “‘One Spot 


Ligget it and W: 
Write 
Box 3925 


other leading D: 


LABORATORIES De 


LAKE - 6430 
trathmoor Station, Detroit 27, 


ND Toe tor ‘ial bottle, DERMOIL cold at 
algreen an Stores. 


| 


I was in kitchenware, far from Polly 
in stationery, but I could see her across 
the store, for all the good it did. Al had 
left town and was working in Portsmouth. 
Polly acted like he had died. 

One evening, half kidding, I said, “We 
widows should get together. How about a 
movie tonight?” 

“You can be a widow, 
hope you appreciate it. As for the movie, 
no, thanks.” 

Jack wrote me twice a week—anxious 
letters about my being good and not fuss- 
ing with his grandmother. I found it 
hard to write to him. What could I say? 
Things have to be simple and clear to 
put them on paper—like, “I miss you,” 
or “I love you.” 1 couldn’t put that down. 
I didn’t know how I felt—except that I 
was sort of marking time. Waiting—but 
for what? 

Winter closed in, with two heavy snows 
in November. The old lady was as mean 
as ever but Mrs. Dayton cooked breakfast 
for me when I went to work early. 

Going through the upper hall, I over- 
heard her talking to Gram. “But she’s 
trying,” she said. “I really bereve the girl 
is trying.” 

“Trying to behave herself “inal she can 
line up a better catch than Jack?” 

“Jack’s a good boy,” his mother 
protested. 

“A girl with her obvious equipment can 
do better, and she knows it.” As usual 
the old lady managed to slap everybody. 
It made me extra mad but it disturbed 
me, too. She was no fool. Did she know 
that sense of waiting that gnawed at me? 

Thanksgiving week came. Jack hoped 
he’d get a leave, but it was doubtful. | 
was so confused and lonely, I didn’t know 
if I wanted to, see him or not. 


@ THEN THAT Tuesday, as I stood be- 
hind the pots and pans, a long shadow fell 
across the counter. I looked up. Smiling 
at me was Earl Haines. 

I hadn’t seen him since the day I’d 
gotten on the bus at the lake, three months 
ago. It seemed like thirty years ago, or 
maybe it was only three minutes. Things 
came rushing back so fast—the sight of 
his smile, the sound of his voice, the touch 
of his hand. Like I’d been in a black spell 
from that moment-to this, and was only 
now released. 

“I thought it was easier to call on you 
here than at the Daytons,” he ‘said. “I 
hear Jack’s in the Army.” 

I nodded. “I did want to wish you hap- 
piness,” he said. He picked up a pot 
holder, turned it in his long’ fingers. I felt 


| as if it were my heart he was juggling. 


“How is it really going, Ona?” 

“Fine,” I lied. “Just fine.” 

He glanced at me sharply and — 
the pot holder aside, “I'd like to talk to 
you. Will you give me a chance?” 

My fiead was spinning. This was what 
I'd been waiting for. Whatever he said, 
I wanted to hear. 
was finished and gave that wise smile. 

“No harm in giving a neighbor a lift, 


| even if we take the long way round.” 
I said the store was open every night 


until nine, that holiday week, but I was 
finished at six. He said he’d meet me in 


the parking lot behind the drugstore. | 


watched him go, the length of the store, 
his head so bright and high and hand- 
some. He’d come back! 

“You making up to Earl Haines again?” 
I spun around to see Polly standing at 
the counter. I’d forgotten about her watch- 
ing across the store. 

“Can’t a guy say hello to me?” 

“Not that guy. If I was married to a 
fellow like Jack, I wouldn’t give the time 
of day to anybody else.” 


” she blazed. “I< 


_ Shadows. 


He asked what time I * 


“You 
snapped. 
“Well, you haven’t,” Polly came back, 
her voice shaking. “I just never realized 
what a greedy little climber you were. 
You never cared about Jack. You mar- 


certainly have changed,” I 


ried him to show Earl Haines you could.” _ 


“That’s a lie,” I gasped. 

“Oh, is it? You're just holding on to 
Jack with your left hand till you see what 
you can catch with your right.” 

IL was ready to shriek at -her until I 
realized I was in the store and customers 
were looking at us. With a backward glare, 
Polly walked away. I was shaking with 
fury, and a kind of panic. She and Mrs. 
Ellis called it the same way. Were they 
right? That evening I'd know. 

Fortunately it was Polly’s late shift so 
she wasn’t in the dressing room when | 
left. 1 was glad ’'d worn my new coat and 
a small dark red beret. 

It was dark at six, and cold, with a 
smell of snow in the air, as I hurried out 
of the employees’ entrance. The street was 
busy with people coming from work but 
it was badly lit, so they passed like 
I turned up my collar and ran 
through the alley to the parking lot. 

Earl was waiting, and hurried me to 
his car. “I was afraid you mightn’t come 
but I’m glad you did.” 

He drove over the Concord Bridge-and 
took the highway east. 1 asked where he 
was going and he said to a new hideaway, 
where we could have a drink and talk 
undisturbed.- He was talking then, with 
that same old charm, wrapping me up in 
velvet, as he always could. | talked easier, 


too, after those months of listening to ~ 


Jack’s good records and reading books and 
maybe, copying Alice Dayton a little. 

Earl noticed it. “You’ye grown up and 
smoothed out,” he said. “You're lovelier 
than ever.” 

He was on a back road then, and finally 
on a dirt road, with ruts frozen after the 
last rain. He pulled into what had been 
a farm but there were cars in the barn- 
yard and the sound of music through the 
closed shutters. 

Earl knew the right words because we 
got in easily. The ground floor of the old 


‘house was warm, but bare and shadowy 


with tables tucked in corners and a 
cleared space for dancing to music from 
a good hi-fi set. 

Earl ordered a double Scotch for him- 
self and insisted I have a highball. When 
the waiter left, Earl laughed. “This is the 
Dutchman’s. A ‘pub and pad,’ the fellows 
call it. That’s a bar and bed. There are 
private rooms upstairs, if you want to 
be—alone.” 


I must have looked startled. Earl leaned - 


across the table toward me. “I had to 
find a place where we could talk. I had 
to tell you how wrong I was that first 
time. 1 knew I'd made a fool of myself. 
By the time I planned an apology, you'd 
married Jack. That really hit me.” 

He went on, saying everything Id 
wanted to hear—all the things ’'d dreamed 
about in those bitter days. He was having 
his second drink, when he said, “I think 
{ know you now, Ona, and I’ve known 
Jack Dayton all my life. You don’t have 
to answer this but—do you love him?” 

“I’m not sure,” I murmured. 

“Just what I thought, ” he said, making 
the words sing. “Come on. Let's dance.” 

We moved together with that magic I'd 
known the first night we met. The drink, 
the warmth and the soft music throbbed 
in my blood. { was dancing with my eyes 
closed, drifting slowly in his arms, when 
Earl said, “You look very kissable.” 

The words, penetrating my private dark- 
ness, startled me. I looked up, suddenly, 
expecting to see Jack. Then I knew why. 
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WHITEN DULL DISCOLORED 
TEETH 


A secret of stage and 
screen stars for years. 
This is the dental cos- 
metic used by most of 
your favorite actors and 
actresses. Leichner of . 
London, for over four 
generations makers of 
fine theatrical makeup ai 
have now released this wonderful aid to a 
sparkling smile! Leichner Tooth Enamel is 
guaranteed to cover and hide any dental blemish, 
regardless of cause, and to 
sparkling white. This comp’ safe cosmetic is 
easy to apply. You'll be absolutely delighted with 
the results. Your friends won’t know why, but 
they’ll notice your lovely smile. A completely 
natural effect, and not a flaw will be visible in 
your teeth. Satisfaction guaranteed. Just send 
$2.00 with this ad, or your request for Leichner. 
Tooth Enamel to TRANSCONTINENTAL (sole 
U.S. Agents), Dept. 22, 114 E. 32 St., New York 
16, N. Y. Remember, only $2.00 and results are 
guaranteed, or your money back! 


make your teeth — 


It was like Jack talking in the darkness, 
holding my hand. Jack saying he’d wait 
for love until I was ready. 

I looked around and my eyes seemed 
to get wider and wider, as if I were com- 
ing awake and seeing things for the first 
time. Back at the table, I stared around 
the room. The couples were older than us, 
most of the men middle-aged, the women 
cheap. A few drank steadily but most of 
them were making fast time. 

I said, “Earl, please let’s leave.” 

“The evening’s only begun. We can 
have dinner—do a lot of things.” 

“I want to go home,” I said, firmly. 

His jaw tightened and his eyes had 


that cold look. “I seem to bring out the 
Puritan in you.” * 
“I’m sorry but I shouldn’t have come 


at all,” I said. “It was a mistake. 
married woman.” » 

' Td never said the words before, never 
I wasn’t Ona 


I'm a 


realized all they meant. 
| Hebert, loose on the town. I was Jack 
Dayton’s wife. I had his name. I had 
no business bringing it to such a-place. 

Earl tried to argue but I wouldn’t even 
sit down. Angrily he paid the check. 
Snow was swirling down as we left. He 
slammed the car door, backed it out 
recklessly. : : 

“If you did this to get even with me—” 

I gasped. “Earl, I never thought of 
such a thing . . .” 

He sent the car roaring down the rutted 
road. “I should have known that was a 
pretty easy conquest, even for you. Now 
you can brag to Polly, or maybe Jack .. .” 

“Yd never tell anyone. I wouldn’t want 
them to know. Please promise, Earl .. .” 

He was spinning the wheel for a sharp 
turn. The edge of the tire squealed as it 
hit a rut. The next moment, we seemed 


to be flying through the air, straight into 


the trees. I screamed, and clutched the 
back of the séat. 


The car hit the ground, bounced madly - 


as it ploughed through bushes and trees, 
came to a quivering halt half way down 
a gully, the motor still running. Slowly 
I let go my hold on the upholstery and 
turned around. I couldn’t believe 1 was 
unhurt. 

Earl was sitting stiffly at the wheel, as 
if he, too, were stunned. I put my feet 
down, peered forward. The headlights 
showed snow and trees and empty space. I 
put a shaking hand on his arm. 

“Shouldn’t you cut the motor?” 

At my touch, he seemed to nod, then he 
slowly sagged forward, over the wheel. 
Frantically I called to him, rubbed his 
hands, slapped his face. But he was cold 
and still: Terror mounted in me. I thought 
of being here on the back road from the 
Dutchman’s, with Earl—dead. There 


| would be only my word—my no-good . 


word—to defend me. 

Pub. and pad, he’d called it. How 
happy Mrs. Ellis and a lot of other peo- 
ple would be. It was what they expected 
of me. Alice Dayton Saying she didn’t 
want Jack hurt before he must be. But 
2 didn’t want to hurt Jack, not now. And 
“My mother saying Pop would make a pigsty 
out of a palace. Was I like that—with 
a rotten spoiling touch? 

I was leaving but who’d believe that? 
I knew what I had now. I knew what I 
wanted. Was I only going to realize it to 
lose it forever? ~ 


I had to get out of there. I had to. I 


found a flashlight, the cautiously I turned 
the key in the ignition The motor stopped 
and the stillness of the night crashed 
around me. Carefully, I opened the door, 
eased my way out. 
Somebody will see the car, 1 told my- 
self as I scrambled through the birch 
} grove tothe road. But the trees had 


sprung up again behind the car and the 
snow was covering the skid marks. But 
someone will come... 

I kept saying it, as I stumbled over the 


ruts, out to the improved road. Then it 


seemed miles, hours, before I heard the 
welcome shoosh of tires on the big high- 
way. I ran along the soft earth, beyond 
the shoulder. If I could get a bus, no 
one would ever know. No one saw me. 

My knees buckled and my breath 
scalded my throat. .I was swaying in the 
wind when a car horn sounded beside me 
and a man leaned out of a car door. 
Gratefully, I tumbled into the warm, 
shabby old sedan. The driver was middle- 
aged, wearing a cap with ear flaps. 

“Figgered, I better pick you up if you 
weren’t aiming to freeze stiff.” 

The man talked on and on about freez- 
ing. I was thinking of Earl. But he 
couldn't be hurt. He's dead. 1 was sure. 
But if he wasn’t .. . If no one found him. 

Suddenly I was babbling, “Have to find 
a telephone . ... accident back there... . 
man in a car... hurt ...dead.. .” 

I buried my face in my hands and 
sobbed. I couldn’t leave Earl to freeze. 
I couldn't! But then everybody would 
know and nobody would believe. “Oh, 
Jack, Jack,” I was moaning, as the driver 


slowed the car and put down ‘the window. | 


“Lady’s been in an accident,” he called 
out. “A touch hysterical but maybe she 
can tell you.” 

t looked up and saw the State trooper’s 


car. He said, “I'll take you_in my car, — 


ma’am.” 


@ THE NEXT HOUR was a nightmare of 
places and faces and questions. The troop- 
er couldn’t be sure of Earl’s condition but 
he got an ambulance in a hurry. Then he 
took me to the barracks. The sergeant 
questioned me—questions that sounded 
awful when I answered them. 


“Yes, I’m married . . . No, Earl isn’t my 
husband . . . My husband is a soldier, 
in camp .. . I live with his mother . . . 


No, she doesn’t know where I am. 

The sergeant said, “Don’t you think 
you should call?” . 

I'd never even thought of it. By that 


time, it was ten.o’clock. Mrs. Dayton and. 


Mrs. Ellis would be in bed. The sergeant 
was pushing his desk phone toward me. 
“You better,” he insisted. “Might be 
an hour before we can get a car to run 
you over there.” ; 
Icily, I listened to the ringing, won- 


» dered what I could say. Then I heard the 


voice, Jack’s- gruff, angry voice and. I 
screamed. I couldn’t stop crying. The 
sergeant had to talk to him. Finally, 
someone gave me a pill. 

When I opened my eyes, Jack was sit- 
ting beside the cot. He looked older and 
bigger in uniform, and terribly tired. For 
‘the first time I was thinking of him, hurt- 
ing for him. All the pity ’'d held back 
in those early weeks flooded through me. 

“Jack, there was nothing between Earl 
and me. We only had a drink.” He stared 
dawn at me as if he didn’t feel anything. 
I reached out and clutched his hand. Then 
I shut my-eyes and began to talk, fiercely, 
steadily, pouring it all out, beginning with 
the very first night I met him. 

“After the accident, I did try to run 
away,” I said finally, “but I couldn’t. I 
kept thinking if Earl weren’t dead . . .” 

“You wouldn’t have got away with 
it,” Jack said, quietly. “Polly phoned. 


She told Gram you’d gone out with Earl.” 


“Polly! To do that to me...” 

Jack stared at his boots. “I guess she 
figured you had it coming. You got every- 
thing she wanted—and you were throwing 
it away.” : 


“Don’t say that, Jack,” I begged. “Don’t 


Beauty Clinic News 


Skin specialist shows how 


to rinse away 


by Claire Hoffman 


NEW YORK, N. Y.—I was one of an audience of truly surprised 
men, ‘women and teen-agers yesterday, when a leading New York 
skin specialist demonstrated a new rapid way of removing black- 
heads, reduce enlarged pores, dry up whiteheads and pimply skin 
eruptions. Each demonstration took only 15 minutes —and results 


were amazing! Blackheads actu- 
ally rinsed away. Many could be 
seen on cleansing tissues that 
finished each treatment. 

But this wasn’t all! The treat- 
ment also made rough, muddy com- 
plexions look cleaner, clearer, 
smoother. 


Here’s what I saw... 

Five women and two men were 
given three products and told how 
to use them. The specialist did noth- 
ing but direct them! : 

First, they cleansed their faces 
thoroughly. Not with any cream that 
takes off only surface dirt, but a 
scientific laboratory-developed pore 
cleanser that softens and loosens. 
grime that has been cemented into 
pores for weeks, called Queen 
Helene’s Whipped Cleansing 
Cream. On application it liquefies, 
floating out much of the pore “filler” 
with rapid emollient action. 

I was amused at the amazement of 
one woman as she tissued off the 
cream. The tissue was literally gray 
with dirt—she confided to me s! 
had washed her face before the dem- 
onstratiou! 

I’m convinced any woman who 
sees the dirt this cream floats out 
of her skin will understand the im- 
portance of using a cleanser that 
really works. 

Suction Action 

Step 2 of this specialist’s treat- 
ment was an sf Rapa of Queen 
Helene’s Medicated Masque 
Cream. They simply smoothed it on, 
applying it generously on “trouble 
spots,” (around the nose and mouth). 

Any woman will enjoy this part 
of the treatment! Within 2 or 3 min- 
utes your skin begins to fee] a mar- 
velous stimulation, as if being “mas- 
saged” by the action of the medicated 
ingredients in the . Next your 
face feels alternately “hot” and 


he | which 


blackheads 


“cold”—followed by a delightful sen- 
sation of utter relaxation. Then your 
skin feels tighter, tighter, and 
tighter! 
It was explained this way 

A special absorbing agent called 
Argilla dries and turns the cream 
into a plastic-like masque. As it 


firms and hardens, its suction action | 


draws on waste matter in the pores. 
This, he informed us, was the most 
important part of the treatment. 


Rinses away with water 

After about 10 minutes the 
masques were rinsed away with 
water. The hardened cream dissolves 
so easily you can even wipe it off 
with a wet tissue. You'll be amazed 
at the blackheads and other pore 
“filler” that comes off on the tissue! 

Pore sponging and closing 

The third step is a quick applica- 
tion of Queen Helene’s Penetrating 
Astringent. This is a special anti- 
septic astringent that tightens pore 
openings and leaves an invisible film 
Ips to protect your skin for 
hours against dirt and reinfection. 


What will happen when you 
use this 3-step treatment? 
Even after a single treatment, you 
are bound to see a marked improve- 
ment in your complexion. You'll find 
it hard to believe your eyes. Some 
blackheads and whiteheads should 


others softened, ready to be drawn 
out in another treatment or two. 
You'll see that many prominent 
pores appear smaller—your skin 
looks smoother —feels fresher, more 
alive! : 
After one treatment taking less 
than 15 minutes, you can expect re- 
sults that normally you would not 
dare hope for even after many weeks 
...but don’t expect everything at 
once! Damage done by years of 


TRY TISSUE 
TEST! First wash 
face thoroughly, then 
apply treatment ; tiseve 
off... Now you can see 
...tiny specks of black 
on your tissue that 
were once ugly black- 


% 


heads and imbedded 
pore dirt. 
APPLY QUEEN 
HELENE 
SF WHIPPED 
$ CLEANSING 
CREAM. It lique- 


\ | fies instantly on 
skin and floats 
out dirt with 
emollient action. 
Wipe off with 
cleansing tissue. 


y] APPLY 3 After rinsing 
QUEEN off masque, 
HELENE Finish WITH 
MASQUE.‘/As 

masque tightens QUEEN HELENE 
and hardens, PENETRATING 
drawing action of ASTRINGENT, to 
specialabsorl ing help close “emp- 
agent draws out ay 
blackheads ind tied” pores and 
other pore it pu- tone up com- 
rities. plexion. 


REVEALS VALUABLE 
COMPLEXION SECRET 


“Now no woman need de- 
spair of getting rid of ugly 
blackheads, whiteheads, and 
pimply skin eruptions that 
mar an otherwise clear and 
lovely complexion. For here 
is a wonderfully simple 
treatment that gives drama- 
tic proof of what it will do 
the very first time you use it. 


“In thousands of beauty 
salons across the country, 
thousands of women have # 
paid from $3 to $10 for Estrin i 
single Queen Helene Treat- achtnt COMOLT ANT 
ments. However, I have ar- 

ranged to bring you the very same treatments at a cost of less 
than 10¢ each ... when you give them to yourself at home.” 


We guarantee you will be delighted with results. If you are not 
your money will be cheerfully refunded. 


—————————————————eeeeEOEOEOEUEUUOoO 


READ WHAT BEAUTY EDITORS SAY: 


“A royal blessing for those who've been bothered and blighted by 
blackheads.” Ruth Mugglebee, Woman Editor, BOSTON DAILY RECORD 


“When a skin specialist is responsible for a cosmetic line from his 
private formulas you have something.” 

Antoinette Donnelly, NEW YORK DAILY NEWS 

“Effective way to banish blackheads... If stubborn blackheads 

bother you, you'll be thrilled in using a brand-new treatment which does 
wonders toward clearing a disturbed complexion.” 

Beauty Editor, BOSTON DAILY GLOBE 

: “Thanks to a doctor’s remarkable discovery comes a scentific three- 

way skin and beauty treatment that takes only 10 minutes but produces 

startling results.” Beauty Editor, BOSTON EVENING AMERICAN 


EEE 


be gone—completely or partially — 


neglect and improper care can’t be 
undone in a day. But—with 3 or 4 
treatments a week, you may confi- 
dently look forward to startling com- 
plexion improvements within 30 
days. Then one treatment a week— 
or every second week — will probably 
be all your skin will need to be kept 
beautiful, healthy-looking. 


Try this skin treatment in 
your own home without 

: risking a penny 

Clinical demonstrations were so 
startling, we know the results will 
delight you. This is why we invite 
you to pi eases Helene’s 3-Way 
Skin and Beauty Treatment without 
risk. Developed by a leading New 
York Skin Specialist for home use, it 


PARA LABORATORIES SALES CORP., Dept. MR-1 
31 West 47th Street, New York 36, N.Y. 


Please rush me by return mail 


my complete 
Queen Helene Doctor’s Skin Treatment, including : 


1, SCIENTIFIC CLEANSER. 


will not only enable you to rinse 
away troublesome blackheads, but 
will help smooth and beautify your 
complexion so that you will see the 

ifference—or it won’t cost you a 
cent! All you need do is return what 
you haven’t used; your purchase 
price will be refunded. It’s as simple 
as that. You have complexion loveli- 
ness to gain—and jnothing to lose! 
No matter what your skin may be 
like now —if it is anything less than 
perfect — Queen Helene promises 
you results you can see in your first 
15-minute treatment and dramatic 
improvements within 14 days or it 
costs you nothing. 

But act now! While you are de- 
termined to help yourself, send in 
the coupon! 


--—----—-= Mail No-Risk, Free Trial Coupon Today! —~~-~—~—7 


2. MEDICATED MASQUE CREAM. — 
3. ASTRINGENT. Plus my free skin analysis enlargement mirror. 


¥ will pay postman low 
If I don’t see dramatic 


ment mirror is mine to keep. 


introductory price plus federal tax and postage. 


QUEEN HELENE PRICE LIST (check size desired) 
C0 $3.98 (plus Fed. Tax) enough for 33 home treatments. 


(0 $5.95 economical 
enough for 90 home treatments. 


size (plus Fed. Tax) 
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tell me. I've lost you. Please Jack!” 
He said nothing. 
“I’ve never lied to you, ” I cried, and 
the very knowledge that this was true gave 


me strength. “Now I’ve told you how it 


| was. I did go with Earl but I didn’t stay. 
I sree I was your wife—and I loved 


a 


Tack looked up then. “You never said 
that before.” 

“I didn’t know it. I never loved any- 
thing or anybody in my life. To me, Earl 
looked like love.” 

“But he wasn’t?” Jack whispered. 

“No,” I said, softly, going warm_ all 
over. “Love is a voice in the night, a 
hand in the dark.” I flung my arms around 
his neck. “Oh, Jack, never let me go.” 

I don’t think he will, not after standing 
by me through all that. Certainly Til 
never give him a reason again. | 

Earl did recover from what was a pretty 
bad concussion. The Haines’ family put 
a nice shining face on it before the town. 
I made up with Polly, too. It was my 
place to forgive her. She’d been so hurt, 
with Al going and never coming back. 
Besides, she was right about me—then. 

In those weeks, I learned about pride. 
You don’t get it from a street address or 
the people you know. It’s inside you. 
You have it from living right and caring 
about others. Then you can stand, sure 
and proud. 

That was four months ago. It’s spring 
now. Jack and I are in Texas. We have a 
little house near the base. I work in a 
department store. I’m also learning to 
cook and clean and sew. I want every- 


thing just right when Alice Dayton comes _ 


to visit us on her vacation in June. 

I want it right for us, too. I want to 
make a strong and happy home for our 
children, the kind of home that Jack and 
I never had, the kind we’re going to build 
together for our family. 


THE END 


Branded 
Woman 


(Continued from 
page 17;- 


that he wasn’t as eager as I was. And I 
realized that my own eagerness. wasn’t so 
much for anything else except as a way 
to prove something. I had to know if I 
meant anything more to Bart than just 
someone he had to live with—someone 
he had to tire. himself out for, someone 
whose baby he had to support and put 
up with. 

He took me in his arms all right ‘and 
my heart began to beat a little higher. 
Then he whispered against my ear, “We 
have to be plenty careful, Linda. Another 
baby would really fix us. And you know 
how you are.” 

My body stiffened until I thought my 
bones would snap. Yes, I knew how I 
was, all right. I was the type who got 
pregnant the first time she was touched. 
I was the type who trapped a man into 
marrying her. But I knew something else 
too. I was the type who really wanted a 
home and someone to belong to, someone 
to love. Well, no one could be farther 
from that dream than I was at the mo- 
ment.’ Bart was getting what he wanted. 
He had his school, all right. I was the 
one who didn’t have anything—nothing 
at all. My head buzzed until it ached with 
all the dizzy thoughts that raced through 
it while Bart made cautious love to me, 
meaningless love. 

Days just passed and that was all there 


| 
. 


% 


was to it. When Bart came home, I fixed 
his supper. When he had to work late, I 
didn’t care. It didn’t make any difference 
one way or the other. Of course I had 
Carol and she helped a lot, but the same 
old Joneliness came over me again and 
I felt lost, just as I always had. 

I tried to comfort myself with the fact 
that I had a sweet little baby girl, almost 
six months old. I tried to make myself 
believe that I had a good husband, as 
husbands go, or at least one who worked 
and studied and went through all the mo- 
tions. It just didn’t take though. As much 
as I loved Carol, the thought of what it 
would be like not to be tied down, kept 
creeping into my head. I felt unloved, out 
of the center of Bart’s life, and yet I 
couldn’t do anything about it. It was as if 
my dream had died before it really had 
a chance to live. 

Then one day'I went’ into the new little 
grocery store just around the corner on 
Maple Street. I didn’t have a thought in 
my head beyond my own dull misery. I 
picked up tomatoes ang>put them in my 
cart. I knew that I needed other things 
but I couldn’t seem to remember what. 
Then I realized that my mind was wan- 
dering farther than it usually did. Some- 
one was staring at me. Looking up quickly, 
I met a pair of the bluest eyes I had ever 
seen. Some folks say that blue eyes are 
cold but these were warm and alive. The 
man they belonged to was staring at me 
as if | were the most surprisingly won- 
derful creature he had ever seen. : 

A thrill ran through me and my hands 
began to tremble. It was so long since 
anyone had looked at me like that. It 
made -me feel alive and wanted and beau- 
tiful, too. I drank in that obvious admira- 
tion like a person dying of thirst. When 
I pushed my cart up to the counter, I 
could hardly make it for the excitement 
which shook me. 

“Pm Jim Steadman,” the man said. 
“Just bought this store.” Then his mouth 
crinkled into a wide smile. “Think I’m 
going to like it, too,” he added. He ran his 
fingers through his hair and I couldn't 
help noticing how crisp and blond it was. 
I told him who I was, but I didn’t put 
a Mrs. in front of my name. I knew that 
I should, but I couldn’t bear to put out 
the light that glowed on his face. 

The next day I told myself that I 
wouldn’t go back to the store. Nothing 
could ever come of it. There was no 
point in being a bigger fool than I had 
been already. Of course, I really knew 
better—I knew that I was going. It was 
like being warmed in front of a fire and 
I had been cold for too long. Mrs. Hen- 
son always looked in on Carol while I 
was gone so I didn’t have to worry about 
that. So I went to the store, and the same 
thing happened all over again. Sparks 
simply flew between me and Jim Stead- 
man. 

The fourth day Jim asked me for a 
date. My heart sang for a long minute 
because it was so good to know someone 
liked the way I looked. Then I knew in 
a cold rush of despair that I didn’t dare 
accept. I couldn’t afford to play with fire. 
So I shook my head slowly. Jim leaned 
over the counter and put his hands over 
mine. I could feel how warm and gentle 
they were. I knew, too, that mine would 
have been trembling if he hadn’t been 
holding them so still. 

“Is there any reason you can’t go out 
with me?” he demanded. 

His eyes were simply devouring me. 
There was a strange kind: of fear in them, 
too, as if he couldn’t bear to hear anything 
that might take me away from him. 

I opened my mouth to tell him that I 
was a married woman. I even started to 
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But, I knew better. 


at 25¢a box OR 4Rosesup © 


tell him about Carol. And then I knew 
I couldn’t do it. If ever a woman needed 
love, I did. To throw it away now was 
unthinkable. 

“Tl see you tomorrow,” I said, my 
heart was pounding. I made myself look 
at him, and what I saw made me sure I 
had been right. Yet a sudden fear caught 
hold of me. /f Bart finds out... I 


| pushed away the thought. It was more im- 
portant to me to be held by a man, to be 


loved by a man than anything else. It 
would prove that I was still desirable and 
that proof I had to have. It was worth 


any gamble. J’/l just see him this once, 


I told myself. Then I will know. 


“What time?” he whispered, as if he, 


too, had a feeling that ours was tobe a 
secret rendezvous. “I'll have to get one of 


| the clerks to take over, you know.” 


A tall, gangling boy passed us carrying 
a box of groceries to the truck. I thought 
he looked at us with a kind of leer, but 
I told myself that I was just dreaming up 
trouble. 

“What time?” I echoed, trying to think 
quickly. Bart came home in the mornings 
once in awhile, about once a week, but 
since he had already been home one 
morning that week, I didn’t have to worry 
about that. And, if I waited until after- 
noon when he would be at work, I 
wouldn’t be able to get Mrs. Henson to 
stay with Carol. She worked afternoons 
at a nursery. It would look funny to call 
in anyone else. Bart wouldn’t think that 
anything could be important enough for 
me to trust Carol to a stranger. Even if 
he didn’t pay too much attention to her, 
he wouldn’t like that. “Nine o'clock,” I 
said quickly. 

“I’ve got a little cabin up by the lake,” 
he said softly. His eyes were already 
smoldering. ; 

Cold fingers squeezed my heart. I 
wished that he had just wanted to drive 
me around, to kiss me and hold me in 
his arms—for the first few times anyhow. 
A cabin would be 
better, first off. 

“Tl have the car out back where we 
park the delivery truck,” he said. 

I had been careful not to tell him that 
I was married for fear he wouldn't want 
me. Now I realized that he knew or he 
wouldn’t ‘have suggested that it would be 
better to park in the back of the store. 
He wants me anyhow, 1 thought. I didn’t 
know why, but that made me glad, some- 
how. Made me feel like I wasn’t worn 
out and ugly and not worth having. 


It was almost nine when I finished 


dressing because I had put pine salts in my 
bath and I had brushed my hair for a long 


time before I even started to slip into my — 


clothes. Mrs. Henson was coming at ten 
to nine so that was all right. My hands 
were beginning to shake, though, and I 
felt like my insides were made of bouncy 
gelatine. I sat down at the dressing table 
for one more look. My eyes were all 
shining, even if I was panic-stricken at the 
last minute by what I was going to do. 
When I lit my cigarette I was so nervous, 
I burned my finger. 

Carol was in her crib and I bent over 
to kiss her. The smoke from my cigarette 


tickled her nose and she sneezed. I tickled 


her under the chin and she chuckled up 
at me. For a second there, I almost 
stopped in my tracks. But I knew that I 
wasn’t going to be good for Carol or any- 
one else as long as I was so unhappy. 
So I bent down and kissed her again. I 
heard Mrs. Henson coming up the stairs 
as I stumbled across a pile of Carol’s 
things that were ready for washing. 
Sweeping them up in one hand, I tossed 
them on the edge of the sink. 

Mrs. Henson almost stumbled on the 


“dressed up pretty, Mrs. Ferris,” 


~ folks.” . 


- 


stairs when she saw me. “My but you're 
she said. 


“Goin’ some place special?” 
I nodded, trying to sound free and easy. 
“Yes,” I told her, “I'm going tq see my 


“I didn’t know you ever went there 
any more,” she puzzled, but I was already 
going out the door. 

Jim was tied up with a wholesale de- 
livery man when I got there, so I had to 
wait in the car. It made me fidgety to 
be sitting there when someone might just 
come along and see me—someone who 
would remember seeing me. But I didn’t 
know what else to do. I couldn’t hang 
around the store. I wished that I had told 
Jim to pick me up some other place. ‘ 

It couldn’t have been more than fifteen 
or twenty minutes later that the tall, gan- — 
gling grocery boy raced up to the car. 
His face was white and he was panting. 
My heart turned. over when I saw him. 
I must have known even before he spoke 
that something had happened to Carol. 

“Is it the baby?” I said. 

He stuttered with terror and I don’t. 
think he even knew that his brutal words 
would tear my heart out. “She’s burning,” 
he said. “She’s, burning up alive.” 

I don’t know how I got out of the car 
but I knew I had to stay on my feet and 
not fall. Everything was turning black 
around me and I couldn’t breathe. Still 
I knew that I had to run. Jim came out 
just as I staggered to the store. . 

“It’s the baby,” I gasped. “It’s Carol. 
She’s been hurt.” I kept on running. ~ 

Jim tore at my arm. “Don’t tell anyone 
where you were or where you were going,” 
he warned. Jerking loose from him, I 
began to fly down the street. 


@ MRS. HENSON was rubbing butter into 
the blisters on Carol’s feet and arms, when 
I broke into the kitchen. I must have 
looked terrible for I remember that she 
warned me not to faint. 

“She'll be all right,” she kept saying. 
“We've called the doctor. She ain’t burnt 
too bad. But it’s a God’s wonder what 
with the blanket going ep in flames all 
around her.” : 

“What happened?” I croaked. But I 
knew without asking. I really did. It 
must have been the cigarette because try 
as I would I couldn’t remember its still 
being in my hand when I went downstairs. 
I thought of how the smoke had tickled 
her nose and how she had cooed at me. 
That was it—that must have been it—it 
was the cigarette and my being so nervous. 
l knelt down and stared into her little 
face. I looked over at the bed. It turned 
me cold ‘to see the charred blankets. 

Then I saw Bart. He was standing 
with his hands out away from him. They 
were burned raw. He just looked at me 
and didn’t say a word. Suddenly I saw 
him as I had never seen him before—his 
black eyes, all red and smarting now, 
looking like holes in his face. We had 
been married only fifteen months and no 
one would guess that he was the same 
boy I had loved on that hillside one 
sunny day; he didn’t look like a boy at 
all. My heart almost broke, looking at 
him. Without even knowing that I was 
going to do it, I slid down on the floor 
and put my arms around his knees. : 

“Get up, Linda,” he said dully. “It’s no 
use acting like someone in a B grade 
movie. The grocery boy told us where 
you were. That’s how we knew where to 
find you. I guess the last thing you 
counted on was that I would come home 
again this week.” 

Mrs. Henson flushed pink when he 
spoke about knowing where I was, but 
she spoke up anyhow. “Lucky thing you 


did come home,” she said. “It’s God’s own 
doing, I say.” She bristled at me, expect- 
ing me to argue. : 

Looking from Carol to her and then to 
Bart, I didn’t want to argue with anyone. 

The doctor came and bandaged Carol’s 
little legs and arms and Bart’s hands, be- 
fore they told me what had happened. 
Bart propped his hands on the table, only 
the fingertips sticking out. I had to pour 
coffee for him. He couldn’t even pick up 
his cup after I had poured it. He looked 
sick in more ways than one. Soul-sick, 
I guess he was. 

Mrs. Hencon had seen Carol’s clothes 
on the.sink and had decided to wash them. 
She had checked Carol and she seemed 
to be all right. I guess the cigarette hadn’t 
started to smolder yet. So Mrs. Henson 
went out to the back yard and dipped 
Carol's little things in suds. She hadn’t 
been out there over five or six minutes 
when she heard the front door slam and 
right after that, heard the baby’s screams. 
It wasn’t until Bart had picked her up out 
of the burning blanket that she had started 
to scream. Maybe that was because the 
smoke had smothered her before the 
flames had really’ burst out. Tearing the 
blanket away from her had burnt Bart 
badly, but he had kept on beating the 
flames until the blanket. was black under 
his hands. 

That night after Carol was asleep, Bart 
said, “I guess we’d better call it quits, 
Linda. I make enough to hire a house- 
keeper to take care of Carol and you can 
go back to your Aunt Rose’s house.” 

A sudden sickness welled up in me at 
the thought of leaving Bart. It surprised 
me so that I couldn’t even analyze it for 
what it was. Carol was a second thought. 
But, I spoke of her and not of him. 

“You can’t take my baby,” I said. “I 
haven’t done anything.” 

“J don’t suppose you have at that,” he 
said wearily. “But you're the kind who 
will, sooner or later. You'll keep on look- 
ing for love and for a home somewhere 
else than where you are, all the rest of 
your life.” 

- That was too much for me to take in 
all at once. Too silly besides. “I wanted 
you to love me,” I said. “But you don’t 
—why?” ' 

“I don’t know why,” he said. 
don’t know.” 

We let it stand at that because the day 
had been so rugged and heartbreaking. It 
was as though both of us thought that a 
new day would take care of everything. 

Lying in bed, I thought of what Bart 
had said. That I was looking, always 
looking someplace else than where I was. 
I tried to think it through. First, there 
had been Aunt Rose and Uncle Jed. They 
didn’t have to take me in. They could 


“T just 


have put me in an orphanage, like Uncle - 


Jed had said that time when he was mad. 
Instead they had worked for me, Uncle 
Jed paying for things and Aunt Rose cook- 
ing and mending for me. As far as they 
were concerned, I was their daughter. 
Only I had wanted to be more than that. 
I had wanted to be the only one in their 
hearts. I had actually wanted to shut 
Betty out of her own home. That’s what 
it amounted to—and all because an acci- 
dent had robbed me of my father and 
mother. That must have happened to 
plenty of kids. Tears began to trickle 
down my cheeks and I didn’t even try to 
wipe them away. 

Bart groaned beside me and I moved 
one of his hands back from the edge of 
the cover so he could rest easier. Then I 
moved closer to him just so I could feel 
him there against me in the night. I cer- 
tainly didn’t want to face what I had done 
(0 Bart, not at that moment, not that 
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night, on top of everything else. Only I 
couldn’t stop thinking of how I had 
trapped him, and how I had almost de- 
stroyed him——nagging at him about school 
and about everything else that he loved. 
Suddenly, as clearly as if he were in 
the room, I heard Jim’s voice. “Don't 


| tell them where you were,” he had shouted. 


Not a word about the baby or how bad 
she might be hurt. Bart had never been 
like that. f 

Knowing that Bart would never love 
me, and that I didn’t blame him, [ still 
lay awake and planned how I might help 
him. I had been a fool, but I knew that 
my love had become a mature thing in 
one day’s time. It wasn’t.what I hoped 
for from Bart that counted now. It was 
what I could do for him. Lifting his poor 
bandaged left hand up against my face, 
1 kissed each fingertip. He stirred but he 
didn’t wake up. 

Next morning I told him. “I can’t leave 
you now, Bart,” I said. “Not while you 
can’t use your hands. Not while you can’t 
work. As soon as you are well, I will 
leave though,” I added quickly, seeing 
the dull trapped look come over his face 
again—the hopeless lost look that | knew 
so well. “We'll work out something about 
Carol as we go along.” 

“It doesn’t make much difference one 
way or the other,” he told me slowly. 
“J kind of wanted to get through school 
and get a better job so I could give Carol 
everything that I didn’t have. A boy 
fresh out of high school has to know 
more than he learned there to make a 
decent living. You know that, At first I 
just wanted to go to school to get things 
for myself that I had never had—but after 
Carol came .. .” Then he stopped and 
sighed. “No chance to get through now,” 
he said. “How could I possibly finish my 


.layouts and write my copy?” 
“Pll work and take care of us and I'll : 


help you with your other stuff, too,” I 
promised. “You can turn pages ‘of books 
all right and you can watch over Carol 
and study while I’m away from home. 
Then I can do the layouts for you in the 
evenings, if you'rr tell me how. I can 
take down your copy, too.” I was so 
eager that the words were all running 
together. 

Bart laughed at me and His jJaugh was 
brutal and bitter. “You can’t do that,” 
he mocked. “I tried it and look what hap- 
pened to me.” 

I wanted to take his head into my arms. 
I wanted to pat those funny curls down. 
For the first time for a long time, I just 
wanted to feel his kisses on my hair. Only 
I knew better than that. I knew that Bart 
»would never love me. I had to forget that 
I had learned to love him too late. I had 
to do what I promised him I could do. 
And both of us had to work out a ‘life 
rg aa A mond be the biggest job 
of a 

It didn’t take but a few minutes to get 
my job back at the dime store. They 
didn’t pay much and they always needed 
help. It was a small place and the owner 
wasn’t much of a manager. He just held 
on. But, I knew I could manage on the 


pay because I was going to be plenty 


careful of every dime. 

Helping Bart with the work for school 
was the worst part. It made him so angry 
to be so helpless. { reminded him that it 
was all for Carol’s sake, even the burns, 
and that seemed to make it better for 
him. It wasn’t easy though, not for 
either one of us. Sometimes I thought I 


_ would fall on my face, after standing on 


my feet all day, and then coming home 
to the struggle at night. 

Keeping Carol’s clothes washed and 
ironed was a big job and fixing her food 


? 


so Bart could handle it was another rough 
spot, too. Once in awhile 1 asked myself 
what I thought it was going to get me. 
I got so I could laugh at that, because 1 
knew the answer. I wasn’t trying for any- 
thing for the future. I was just trying to 
pay for the past. 

After the first three weeks, we were 
settled into a routine. Bart would be able 
to use his hands within a few weeks, the 
doctor ‘said, but they would be too tender 


for him to go to work for maybe two 


months. So that became our time limit. 

It was just five weeks after the accident 
that Bart graduated from school. It was 
a funny thing—he wasn’t as happy about 
it as I had thought he would be. School 
had been the most important thing in his 
life. I didn’t see how he could help think- - 
ing that’ he had the world by the tail at 
last. I had put aside enough money to 
have stuffed pork chops for supper on that 
special night, but I don’t think Bart even 
knew we had them—even though it was 
his favorite dish. He seemed to be miles 
away from me and from everything else. 
It was almost an hour after supper before 
he really said anything about having 
achieved his great goal. 

Walking over to Carol’s bed, where the 
blisters on the paint still’ reminded us of 
what had almost happened to her, he 
opened a little brown parcel and took a 
frame out of it and hung up his diploma. 
For the first. time in months he actually 
grinned. “That’s for you, young lady,” 
he said. “You've got a smart man for a 
dad and he’ll eventually dress you in mink. 
That is, if nothing happens to slow him 
down again.” 


@ I KNEW WHAT HE meant’ by that 
crack. Well, I wasn’t going to stand in his 
way. Only I could have cried out with the 
pain of knowing that he was almost ready 
to go on without me. My job was ‘just 
about done. A few days at most, and he 
could go back to work. I plunged my 
lighted cigarette into my coffee cup. “You 
don’t have to worry about me,” [ said. 

He looked at me as if he were seeing 
someone he didn’t know. I just sat and 
waited. Bart had never acted so odd be- 
fore. “You know I don’t think P’m wor- 
ried about you or what you will do next 
at all,” he said finally. “What I have 
been thinking about is me. I haven't been 
any too adult myself, when you come 
right down to it. Getting all wrapped up 
in my own ideas and ambitions.” 

He made himself sound like a mummy. 
For some reason, that tickled me and I 
laughed aloud. It made a weird sound 
in that room. Bart looked at me so 
strangely that I almost jumped. 

“We haven’t laughed much, have we?” - 
he asked abruptly. 

“Not very much,” I said. It made me 
old and sad to think of it, but it was true. 
“Maybe we can laugh when we are not 
living together,” I tried to comfort him. 

“Maybe,” he said and I saw that he 
was looking at the diploma—maybe see- 
ing it, maybe not. 

That night Bart took me in his arms. 
“J don’t want you to leave me,” he said 
slowly. “A girl who has done what you” 
have done, could do anything.” 

I was afraid to stir so I lay still with 
my head over on his shoulder just where 
he had put it. “I didn’t do anything that 
you hadn’t done already,” I explained. 
“Tt’s all over now and it never was very 
important really.” 

“Tt proved we were a family—a real 
family,” he said softly. He turned ng 
face up to his and kissed me. Before 


knew what I was doing I had pressed my 
mouth to his and held him close to me. * 
My: but 


“Just the three of us,” 1 said. 


that sounds good. You and me and Carol.” 

Bart’s voice kind of broke. “I'd kind 
of like it to be four of us,” he said. And 
he tilted my head back as if he were 
trying to see what my eyes would tell 
him. 

“If we had a little boy, maybe Uncie 
Jed would let me name him after him,” 
I whispered. I had thought about it be- 
fore, but I had always put the ‘thought 
aside, knowing how little I meant to Bart. 
Then I thought of something else. “Even 
if we love each other enough to stay to- 
gether for always,” I warned him, “an- 
other baby might mean that you would 
have to turn down a job that you had to 
grow into. You know what I mean—one 
that had good prospects but a slow be- 
ginning.” 

“Tt doesn’t make any difference really 
whether we have a baby or whether we 
don’t. The thing that counts is not being 
afraid to have one, not being afraid to 
love,“not putting other things ahead of us 
as a family.” His lips brushed my hair. 

“Like school, you mean?” J asked softly. 

“Tike school or like grocers or like any- 
thing that gets in our way and keeps us 
from being adults,” he said. 

The crack about grocers cut like a knife. 
I hadn’t even beén sure before, that he 
really knew. But I understood what he 
meant. We can start with anything or 
without anything—just so. we have each 
other. Our home and.our love is what 
counts, now and always. We can make 
out for the other things, the secondary 
things. 

“Just you and me,” I said dreamily. 

“Just you and me and Carol,” he cor- 
rected me. Then he laughed softly. .“And 
maybe little Jed.” " 

I knew that Jed was for the future but 
it was good to hear Bart talking without 
fear and dread. I turned toward him with 
love burning like a white flame inside of 
me. As he took me in his arms I knew 
that the present was the. most beautiful 
time of all for two kids who had grown 
up together. 
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(Continued from page 25) 


sheet and read the words written on it. 

Only what I read didn’t make sense! 
It couldn’t! Richard wasn’t quite eighteen, 
nor was Sharon. Oh, I’'d known they 
were seeing a great deal of each other, 
but they had been doing that since they 
were both going to public school. 

“Pm going to marry Sharon when I 
grow up,” Richard had confided when 
he was in the fifth grade of public school. 

Sharon had been a dark-haired, dark- 
eyed, dynamic little doll then, and Rich- 
ard a handsome red-haired carbon .copy 
of his father. 

And only recently, when he told me he 
was saving the money he earned after 


SAVE MONEY on latest styles in 
dresses, coats, Sizes 38 to 60. All 
are designed to make you look 

more slim. Alf at LOW prices. 

Mail the Coupon today for your 
new 108-page Style Book. It's 
FREE and postpaid! 


school so that he might buy Sharon an 
engagement ring, I'd laughed. True, by 
this time he was almost a head taller 
than Rog, my husband, and Sharon had 
grown into a beautiful girl, but goodness 
gracious—they were still such babies! 

Or so I thought. 

Almost feverishly, I began searching 
through my son’s other suits, his sweaters, 
his coveralls. Maybe it wasn’t Richard, 
after all, to whom Sharon had addressed 
that note. Maybe it was some other 
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boy and he just happened to get hold of 
the note. Maybe... 

I was wrong. There were other notes, 
several of them, telling me only too clearly 
that it was Richard and that beyond any 
shadow of doubt, he was having an affair 
with Sharon. : 

How could they? 1 asked myself. How 
could she? But I found no answer. A 
good girl like Sharon, and a fine, decent 
boy like my Richard. A good girl? Ac- 
cording to the notes, plainly it was she 
who did all the chasing. What manner 
of girl was she really? I knew her parents - 
well. Her mother, Martha, had once been 
my neighbor and was still my friend. 
Her father was a simple, hard-working 
‘husband. I knew them! And I'd thought 
I knew what Sharon was like, too, but 
how wrong I’d been! She was brazen, 
cheap, utterly immoral! 

I twisted over on my stomach and buried 
my hot face in the cool covering of the 
pillow. But I still couldn’t erase the 
pictures that seemed to come of their 
own Volition before my eyes. Richard and 
Sharon together. Richard and Sharon 
making love. Richard and Sharon. . . 

And strangely, suddenly it wasn’t Rich- 
ard and Sharon but my own husband, 
Roger, and myself, that I was seeing. 

As if it were only yesterday instead of 
nineteen years ago, I could visualize my 
mother’s and father’s faces, flushed with 
happiness on my seventeenth birthday. 
Roger had given me a solitaire. 

“You're both so young, so very young—” 
Mother had dabbed at her blue eyes. with 
her lavender-scented handkerchief. e 
. My own eyes, so much like my moth- 
er’s, were misty, too, as I looked from the 
sparkling diamond on my finger, up at 
the lanky, red-headed boy who was soon 
to be my husband. 

“We'll grow old together, won't we, 
Rog?” I whispered, and he squeezed 


my fingers until the pain was sweet tor-’ 


ment. 

Later, when we were alone, he kissed 
me until my blood was on fire and there 
was a ringing in my ears, 

“Lu honey,” he whispered hoarsely. 
“Its going to be real rough waiting. I 
want you so—” f : 

But wait we did! Three more months, 
until we were married. 

Mother spoke to me on the morning 
of my wedding day. 

“Tonight, and forever after, Louise,” 
she said, her eyes avoiding mine, her fin- 
gers twisting nervously on her handker- 
chief, “you'll belong to Roger. As a hus- 
band—” ; 

She broke off, and I giggled. “I know, 
Mother,” IL said. 

Oh, I was so sure, so smug. For months 
I'd been dreaming of what marriage to 
Roger would mean. He was three years 
older than I and he worked for his 
father in a glass factory which his father 
owned. Some day the factory would be 
his, but meanwhile, he earned a good 
salary and we were able to rent a three- 
room apartment. We'd even begun fur- 
nishing it. Many were the blissful hours 
we'd already spent in that apartment, but 
it was on just those nights that I’d lain 
awake remembering Rog’s lips on mine, 
his exploring hands, the bitter-sweetness 
we both felt wanting so badly to belong 
to each other yet knowing, too, that we 


Rog,” Id 


“had to wait. 


“Only three more weeks, 
whispered. 

Then it was two, one, and we were 
married. ( 

Now, I turned on my pillow and stared 
dry-eyed up at the ceiling. 

Richard and Sharon had not waited! 

Granted they were as much in~ love 
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as Roger and I had been, granted their 
love had reached such a fever pitch that 
they had lost control. But how—how 
could they possibly have continued on 
with it afterwards, as they were doing? 

I remembered my own wedding night. 
I'd thought those months of waiting for 
the moment Roger and I would be hus- 
band and wife would never come to an 
end: I'd thought that when the moment 
of complete belonging came, I'd reach the 
heights of ecstasy, the full glory of 
womanhood. I’d dreamed of it so often. 


But somehow, somewhere, something — 


must have gone wrong, because it wasn’t 
at all like I’'d dreamed it. Instead, I was 
disillusioned, sadly disappointed. The 
physical part of marriage, I found in 
the months and years that followed, was 
something a woman had to concede to, 
even endure. 3 

Yet, here was Sharon actually begging 
for Richard’s love! 

I sat-up in bed abruptly and swung. 

my legs off it. Sharon was a tramp! A 
no-good, rotten tramp who was trying 
to ruin my boy. I'd telephone Roger this 
instant. Roger would have to come home 
immediately, and together before Richard 
returned, we'd thrash the thing through 
and see what we could do about this~ 
impossible situation. 
- Yet, even as I hurried to the phone and 
lifted it from its cradle, I found myself 
hesitating. Because suddenly, I was being 
recapitulated through the years again, to 
just a few months after Rog and I were 
married. 

I had stood by the phone then, too, 
hesitating. The same feeling of panic and 


nausea had been inside me. Only it was» 


midnight, and my valises, all packed, were 
beside me. : fe 

“Go ahead,” Rog had urged. “Lift the 
phone and tell your father to call for 
you.” 4 

He wasn’t dressed, as I myself had not 
been but a brief half-hour before. His 
hair was disheveled, his eyes like two 
burning lights in his white face, and he 
stood barefooted, in pajamas. 

“Tell him he can have his daughter 
back!” he said with quiet savagery. “Tell 
him I don’t want a half-wife, a woman 
who isn’t quite a woman because she 
thinks love is a one-sided affair! Tell 
him that just because I married you, your 
believe you have to submit. Yeah, I guess 
that’s the word all right—submit! Well, I 
don’t buy that! I buy a wife wanting 
her husband as much as he wants her.” | 

He broke off, running his fingers through 
his hair until it stood on end. “Oh, what’s 
the use,” he finished miserably. “You say 
I’m selfish and inconsiderate, and I say 
you're not a wife if you don’t want me 
as | want.you. Call your father, Lu. Get 
it over with.” — 

Only somehow, when I got right down 
to doing it, I couldn't! 

Couldn’t he see what he was doing to 


me? Was he so blind that he couldn't. 


see that in spite of everything, I did love 
him? Would [ “submit,” as he termed 
it, if I didn’t? Why did I cook his fav- 
orite dishes and keep the apartment as if 
it were his palace, if I didn’t care about 
him? Why my new dresses, my weekly 
visits to the beauty parlor, if not for 
him? What did he want of me? Was 
going to bed with me all he married me 
‘for? In heaven’s name, why couldn’t he 
understand that I was a woman and that 
it just didn’t mean as much to me as it 
did to him? 

Rog, Rog—I had pleaded silently. Stop 
me. Domrt let me go. Say something, do 
something, please. 

But he hadn’t, On the contrary, when 
I had slowly reached for the phone, he 
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had actually urged me to leave him. 
d I couldn’t. I couldn’t go back to 
Mother and Father after I'd had a taste of 


my own home, a husband, a married life. _ 


I dropped the receiver back in its cradle 
and turned toward my husband, uncon- 
trollable tears at last streaming down 
my cheeks, trying desperately to control 


the hysteria that was about to swallow — 


me up. 
“Rog, I can’t! I can’t leave you. I love 


| you, Rog. Oh, please, darling—” 


__i flung my arms about his stiff, unyield- 
ing body,- pressing close to the warmth, 


the security he’d once offered, unable to’ 


control myself any longer. 

“Rog, hold me. Please Rog, be good 
to me—” 2 

It semed an eternity before I felt his 
arms come about my trembling, sob- 


wracked shoulders and his body yielded 


against mine. F 

“Lu,” he whispered hoarsely into my 
hair, “Lu, I—I’m a fool, I guess. I don't 
understand! You love me. You seem to 
anyhow, and yet—” 

I tried that night. Heart, body and 
soul I tried to be the woman my husband 
wanted me to be, but later, as he lay 
breathing evenly beside me, I knew that 
it was useless. 

All along, my heart had been full of 
love for my man, but my body had been 
pretending because all along, too, my 
mind had been over-active with shame. 
The same sort of shame Id felt the night 
of my wedding when liquor-happy friends 
had made snide remarks of what was soon 
to come, when the bellhop and elevator 
boy at the hotel we’d gone to had know- 


ingly smirked at me, and when Roger, in- 


his all-consuming fervor had forgotten 
that to me this was to be a new experi- 
ence, one I had longed for and dreamt 
would be filled with ecstasy. Where was 
the tenderness, the enchantment, the rap- 
ture? Roger had been like a man pos- 
sessed, and. I was a woman agonizingly 
aware that she was just a woman being 
used, and yes, even abused. I felt debased 


} that night, shamed, and I had felt that way 


ever since, even though my husband had 
never again behaved in quite the same 
fashion. 

And even this night, when I’d tried so 
desperately to close my mind, to blank 
out those sensations, they had been there, 
forcing me to a pretence, a response I 
didn’t really feel. : 

And Roger knew it! I could tell by 
the way his eyes avoided mine the follow- 
ing morning, by the way his lips brushed 
my cheek instead of my lips when he left 
for the factory. Eee 

I was remembering all that now, nine- 


‘teen years later, as I lifted the phone to 


call him home. 

’ We’d had just one more discussion after 

that night, but it had been just that, no 
ore. ~ ~ : 

“I can’t help it, Rog,” I'd said. “I guess 
I’m just not born that way.” 

His lips formed a crooked little grin, 
and he’d answered, “Forget it, Lu. From 
what I hear tell, there are lots of cold 
wives in this world.” + 

I'd been glad when in the sixth month 
of a difficult pregnancy, Dr. Ellis told me 
to discontinue all relationships with my 
husband. I was able to hold him and kiss 
him and love him again without worrying 
about how it would all end up. It was 
wonderful! It was almost like being en- 
gaged all over again. I guess by nature I 
was affectionate—it was just when my 
husband became all-consumed with pas- 
sion that I'd actually tighten up and with- 
draw. 

Those months until I gave birth to 
Richard and the few months that followed, 


were the happiest of my life. Rog was 
sweetness, consideration and attention all 
over again, and when I gave birth to a 
son, his joy knew no bounds. 

But then, it was inevitable that I should 
once again have to become a wife to 
Roger as well as a mother to his son, 
nad again that wall began to build be- 


tween us. 


The years passed. They were good 
years, I’d believed. We had ‘riends, Rog- 
er was taken in as a full-fledged partner 
by his father, and we moved into a larger 
apartment. I entertained considerably. I 
belonged to several charitable organiza- 
tions and I was constantly on the go. 
We'd been fortunate in that we never had 
any in-law trouble to talk of. Friday 
nights we went to visit his family and 
Monday nights, mine. Roger had Tuesday 
nights for himself and I had Thursday 
nights for my mah-jongg game with my 
+ aes friends. Nice. Comfortable. Peace- 
ul. ; 
As I said before, I'd believed what we 
had were good years. The fact that my 
husband asked less and less of me physi- 
cally, as the years passed, didn’t disturb 
me. We were both of us growing older, 
weren’t we? After all, you couldn’t ex- 
pect a man in his forties to behave as a 
boy of twenty, could you? Good heavens, 
we had a son almost eighteen years old! 

And now this. 


@ MY FINGERS trembled as I dialed the 
phone to call Rog home. At last I heard 
his voice. 

“Rog?” My own voice sounded strange 
to me. “Rog, something’s happened! 
Could you come home?” 4 

I didn’t reali7= how hysterical I sounded 
until I heard ff catch of his-breath, the 
way he shouted, “What’s wrong, Lu? 
What’s happened?” 

_ “N-nothing fatal, Rog! 
accident or anything.” 

I was striving desperately for control. 
“Jt—it’s about Richard.” 

“What about him? Is he sick, hbrt?” 

“No. No. I don’t want to talk about 
it over the phone. Please, Rog, come 
home.” * 

“Lu!” I could hear the tension and 
anger mount in his voice. “Tell meé, Lu! 
Tell me! Or do you want me breaking 
speed records, maybe even my neck, get- 
ting home?” : 

“Oh no!” I forced a calmness into my 
tone that I was far from feeling. “J— it’s 
Richard. He—oh Roger, he’s involved 
with a girl and—” 

He interrupted, his grunt of disgust 
coming clear through the wires. 

“Ts that all? Good Lord, Lu, did you 
have to get so dramatic about it, scare 
the daylights out of me? I though—well, 
never mind. Can’t it wait ’til tonight?” 

“Please, Rog. It’s not that simple.” 

“You mean—?” He broke off, added 
abruptly, “All right, I'll be home in 
twenty minutes.” 

Twenty minutes. It seemed forever. 
Several times I’d reached for the phone 
again, determined to call Martha, the girl’s 
mother. Martha had a right to know the- 
sort of daughter she had. But dared I tell © 
her? Wouldn’t she blame it on Richard, 
maybe even force him to marry the girl? 
Oh, no! I wouldn’t phone her. I couldn’t! 
Richard was just graduating from high 
school and both Roger and I wanted him 
to go further with his education than that. 
We had such big plans for him. Besides, - 
I'd never permit my boy to marry a girl 
who had no morals. § 

Oh, God! What if Sharon were preg- 
nant? No! No, she couldn’t be, she 


I mean, no 


mustn’t be! Where was Roger? Why was 
it taking him so long to get home? 
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| Because she 


- finger than you 


He came at last, his brow furrowed | 


with concern, and even as he removed his 
coat, he asked, “What’s it all about, Lu?” 

I told him. I showed him the notes 
and watched the tired lines etch his face 
as he_read them. : ; 

His eyes, when he raised them, were 
dark, thoughtful. 

“J guess it had to happen sometime,” - 
he said slowly. “The boy’s grown up. 
We'll have to let him go.” 

“Let him go?” I echoed, turning from 
the closet where I'd hung Roger’s coat 
and placed his hat. “Rog, what are you 
talking about?” | 

“He'll have to marry the girl, of course, 
Lu,” he said. “ 

“But—” > ; 

“At least we know her, Lu. The kind 
of girl she is, the people she comes from.” 

I stared at him wide-eyed. “Rog, you're 
crazy! Richard’s only eighteen! He’s a 
baby!” My voice rose shrilly. “And what 
about his education? You want to ruin 
his life?” 

“No.” A muscle quivered in his cheek. 
“But there’s the girl—” 

“What about the girl?” I interrupted. 
“She’s. a—a tramp! Didn't you read 
those notes. Why, she practically pleads 
with him—” = 

My breath caught in my throat at the 
expression that leaped into his eyes. 
Naked hunger, I saw there. Envy! The 
blaze in his eyes burned me, enveloped 
me in heat, until he spoke again, and 
then a chill like death itself took hold 
of me. 5 
“Maybe she loves him,” he said slowly, 
evenly, spacing his words for emphasis. 
“But you wouldn’t know anything about 
that, would you?” 

My teeth had begun to chatter. Strange, 
how from the moment I'd discovered 
Richard having an affair with Sharon, 
it had somehow all tied in with my own 
life, and now Roger was feeling it, too. 

“Roger,” I pleaded, ignoring his pointed 
question. “He’s your son, too. Think 
what this is doing to him!” 

“J am.” He turned from me ~ and 
moved towards the window, staring out 
a long time. The light fell upon his hair, 
showing the streaks of white in it. His 
face looked old, tired, and my heart 
ached for what this must be doing to him, 
too. But then he spoke. 

“Love from the right woman never 
harmed any man,” he said without turn- 
ing towards me, almost as if he were 
talking to himself. “It’s a basis, a ground- 
work for happiness. 
it to be between male and female. I'll 
help them. If it’s the way I think it is 


between those two kids, I'll help all [| 


can, financially and otherwise. I'll take 
Richard into the business with me. P'ili—” 

“Rog, you can’t! You don’t know what 
you're saying! You want to ruin our 
son’s whole life?” 

I'd caught at his shirtsleeves in my 
anxiety, but he shook me off with such 
unexpected fury that I staggered back- 
wards. An expression, such as I'd never 


“seen on him before, transfigured his face. 


Was it disgust? Hatred? I couldn’t be 
sure, because the words coming through 
those twisting lips were sending the blood 


to my head, cutting off all reason, all | 


ability to think. 

“You're not even human!” he grated. 
“You're fiesh and bone but I doubt that 
any warm, rich blood fiows through your 
veins. You'd crucify those kids, the girl 
particularly, wouldn’t you? And why? 
dares to love Richard! Be- 
cause she dares to: give without wanting 
anything in return but our son’s happiness! 
Because she’s more woman in her little 

are in your whole body!” 
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Its as God meant. 
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if I hadn’t spoken. 
“If the whole world were comprised of 


~your type of woman only, Louise, man 


would starve! He’d shrivel up and die for 


want of the most important thing on this . 


earth—love!” : 

He looked directly at me, shook his 
head pityingly. “Louise, I've waited a 
long time to tell you this—perhaps too 
long. But there was always Richard, mak- 
ing me stop and think what a divorce 


~would do to him. But now—” 


He paused, sucking his breath in sharply. 
“Don’t think I’ve been starving, Louise. 
There’ve been others. Oh, the world’s 
full*of women anxious for love, eager to 
give a man what his own wife denies 
him! They’ve helped make my life with 
you bearable.” . 

A harsh sound escaped him. 


“Me, ruin our boy’s life, Louise? 
Hardly. It’s you who would, if Id let 
you. You and the coldness within you. 


Maybe those kids made a mistake, lost 
their heads because their hearts were too 
big. So all right! Better a woman for a 
wife with too big a heart than a woman 
with no heart at all!” 

He turned on his heels abruptly, moved 
towards the clothes closet. Other clothes 
fell f the floor as he dragged his coat 
out, by he paid them no mind, shrugging 
into hiS coat before he faced me again. 

“I’m going for the two of them now, 
Louise.” He stood tall and determined. 
“Ym bringing them back here with me. 
And for once in your life, if you don’t 
behave decently, humanely, so help me 
Hannah—” ? 


@ A LONG TIME after the door slammed 
behind him, his unfinished threat echoed 


through the room. 


if I didn’t behave decently, humanely 
he'd ‘ i 
What would he do? Leave me? But 


I'd already lost him. What was that he'd 
said? “Don’t think I’ve been starving, 
Louise. There’ve been. others—” 

How long I stood there after he left, 
his. words reverberating throughout the 
room like they were coming through a 
loud speaker, I'll never know. 

“There've been others ... others... 
It’s as God meant it to be between the 
male and female ... 1 doubt that any 
warm, rich blood flows through your veins 
... She dares to love . ... She dares_to 
give without wanting anything in return 
. . . More woman in her little finger than 
you are in your whole body .. . Better a 
wife with a heart too big than no heart 


at all . . . Divorce . . . There’ve been 
others ... others ... OTHERS! Divorce 
. others . . . DIVORCE!!!” 
“No! Oh, no!” I wasn’t conscious of 


screeching the denial, nor of covering 
both ears with my hands as if to close 
out the sound of those haunting words re- 
peating themselves over and over again 
in my ears. ‘ 

The inevitable calmness came after 
awhile. The calmness of death, for that’s 
what life would be without Roger, I 
realized. A living death. I washed my 
face, ran a comb through my hair. I 
picked up the clothing he’d thrown down 
in the closet, holding them close against 
me for a moment, as if I could feel the 
warmth of Roger in them. My throat 
constricted with pain, and I hung them up, 
closed the door tightly and walked back 
to the living room. Automatically I 
smoothed a couch pijlow that needed no 
smoothing. [I straightened a lamp that 
had never been out of place. 

They would be here shortly. Undoubt- 
edly Roger had gone to pick them up at 
the school. She'd come to this house. 


t 


“Rog!” I gasped, but he continued as 


Sharon, a woman like those other women 
Roger had spoken of, would come to my 
house. A woman, despite her youth, be- 
cause she was all heart, he’d said. 

But what had happened to mine? Dear 


‘Lord; why had I failed my husband? 


How? Where? I'd been so blind and 
smug with my pretty apartment, my social 
activities, my wonderful boy and a hus- 
band whom Id carelessly believed to be 
as contented as I. 

And now it was all over. Richard 
would be marrying and leaving me. And 
Roger? I could feel my face twist with 
the effort of held-back tears. He’d leave 
me now, too. Hadn’t he said that all 
that had kept him with me these years, 
was Richard? 

My feet kept drawing me back to the 
window, watching for them from behind 
a half-closed venetian, although I wanted 
to run away from what was about to 
happen. Finally, I caught a glimpse of 
our car turning the corner, and unexpected 
panic began to chase the numbness from 
my heart. 

The car pulled to the curb and Roger 
got out, his bright. hair ruffling in the 
wind. For a moment, my- breath caught 
in my throat. How handsome he still was! 
If anything, the years had added distinc- 
tion to his looks. Strange how Id hardly 
ever noticed what he looked like lately. 
My body tensed, as with sudden shock I 
realized I was seeing him now through 
the eyes. of those “other” women. : 

Oh, God! I bit down on my clenched 
fist, almost welcoming the physical pain. 
I think if banging my head against the 
wall would have assuaged that terrible 
first feeling of jealousy, the acute pain of 
it, ’'d have done so. — 

He’d come around the car, was opening 
the rear door, and Sharon stepped out. 
followed by Richard. The girl reached 
for my son’s hand and he caught it, held 
on tight. The sun was bright upon the 
three of them as Roger reached for her 
other hand and smiled reassuringly, and 
for a moment such a feeling of despair 
engulfed me that I thought I would faint. 
I believe in that moment any vague hope 
I might have had that Roger’s philosophy 
of life and love was all wrong, was dis- 
pelled. I felt defeated. Lost. 

How does one managé to walk, talk, - 
act 13 if everything is normal when deep 
down inside, her heart is being broken 
into tiny pieces? I don’t know. I just 
know that I did, and it was like some 
horrible. nightmare where. everything is 
distorted and you want to wake up and 
come back to reality. 

Fifteen minutes,-a half-hour, an hour? I 
don’t know how long I felt that way. I 
know they’d come into the apartment, into 
the living room. Their voices had seemed 
unusually high-pitched and off key, mine, 
too, as I'd greeted them. Someone had 
taken their coats, hung them away, and 
vaguely I had been aware that the someone 
was I. They were talking, trying to bring 
me into the conversation, and I must have 
answered because even through the haze 
engulfing me, I could sense their excite- 
ment, their happiness. Roger was talking. 
He was saying something about a small 
wedding, taking Richard into the business, 
but his voice seemed muted, far away. It 
was as though I were sinking deeper and 
deeper into a dark, private hole, all my 
own. And I didn’t want to! Sweat poured 
out all over me as I struggled against 
it. I wanted to call out, to awaken my- 
self from the horror of the nightmare, and 
suddenly I was screaming. 

“How could you, Sharon? How could 
you! Weren’t you—ashamed!!!” 3 

And as sometimes docs happen in a bad 
dream, the high, hysterical sound of my 


“ 


own voice did bring me back to reality, 
back to the stunned silence of the room. 

“Oh!” I gasped, as three shocked pairs 
of eyes stared at me. “Oh—” : 

Roger was getting to his feet, slowly, 
menacingly. é 

“Louise, | warn you—” 

But Sharon’s hand, white against the 
darkness of his jacket, drew him back even 
as she stood up. 

“Pjease—” Her eyes pleaded with him 
before she turned to me, head high, cheeks 
flaming against the pallor of her skin. 

“Ashamed?” she repeated thoughtfully. 
“Ji guess by most standards, 1 should be, 
but—” 

Her 
Richard grasped it. 

“JI just can’t be,” she stammered 
softly, léoking up at my son. “Til never 
be ashamed of loving you—” 

Calmly! Shamelescly! I felt the hot 
blood rush to my cheeks as I saw my son’s 
arm come about her shoulder, draw her 
close right before my eyes! 

But then she looked at me again. “If 
_you said sorry, I'd say yes! Sorry that it 
happened the way it did, that we've hurt 
you this way, and that now Richie's 
father feels Richie ought to give up his 
education and work in your factory just 
so we can get married. I—we really didn’t 
mean it to happen, but it did, and I sup- 
pose we'll never stop regretting it, but—” 

Her eye went dark with pleading. ~- 


“Why couldn’t Richie go on with his’ 


education anyhow? I could work soon’s 
I graduatc I could help out.” 

She drew a deep sigh. “It’s not a wed- 
ding I want so much as—as Richie’s 
happiness.” ¢ 

“Sharon—!” I choked up, unable to 
say the things suddenly crowding my 
throat. Her wisdom, despite her youth, 
her pure unselfishness and insight humbled 
me somehow, yet confused me, too, My 
mind couldn’t grasp her honesty and im- 
morality mixing any more than oil and 
‘water could mix. I wanted to go to her 
and hug her as I had when she’d been a 
baby, because she loved my son so much, 
yet at the same time = wanted to strike 
her, hurt her because as Roger had said 
and as I now had to acknowledge to my- 
self, she was more woman in her little 
finger than I in my whole body. She was 
one of the army of those “other” women, 
and inconceivably, crazily, I found myself 
wishing that I too could be that way; that 
I could offer my love to Roger as heed- 
less of consequences as she. I'd thought 
only men could feel that way, that women 
were different, and here was this girl . 

The confusion, the hurt, the insane 
jealousy tearing away at me, came out in 
“my voice like a whiplash. : 

put what about a baby, Sharon? Did 
you ever stop to think that when you 

“had these—these meetings with my son, 
that a baby could happen? What about 
Richard’s education then?” I screeched, 
knowing somehow that in her answer I 
might find. solace to the torment within 
me. “What would be the good of your 
high-sounding speeches then? How about 
the baby’s name? Your parents? Us? 
What—” 

“Mom, stop 
speaking for the first time. 
his arm from  Sharon’s 


it!” That was Richard, 
He’d taken 
shoulder and 


stepped slightly in front of her as though 


to protect her from me. ; 
- “Mom—?” He looked at me as if he 
couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. 
“Mom, do you think for one moment—” 
He broke off, ran his fingers through his 


ted hair in the same way his father had. 
“Tm not |. 


“Look, Mom,” he began again. 
sure just what you're thinking, but I’ve a 
pretty good idea. And you're wrong! It 


x 


hand reached behind her and 
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happened once, I swear! Only once! Do. 


you think—” 

His voice changed, his face softened. 
“Do you think for one moment that I'd 
deliberately hurt Sharon in any way, or 
shame her? Do you think—” 

But all at once I wasn’t listening. It was 
as though a shade were slowly being lifted 
in the dark recess where my brain had 
been, letting in a little light that got 
brighter and brighter as the seconds passed. 

What was that he'd said? | : 

“Do you think I'd shame Sharon—” 


No! No, Richard would never shame > 


her as Roger had shamed me the first night 
of our lives together. I knew my boy. I 
knew his kindness, his innate decency and 
consideration for the next person’s feelings. 
What happened between Sharon and him 
must have been what I’d dreamt of but 
never had - fulfilled because neither Rog 
nor I had been prepared for the physical 
fulfillment of marriage. We'd lived in a 


different era, Rog and I, where open dis- 


cussions of sex were unheard of, where 
even my own mother had hesitated to 
explain things fully to me. 

With Richard and Sharon it must have 
been different. There were those books I'd 
seen in Richard’s room, books that were 
openly for sale to the public! There were 
even courses on marriage being taught 
in college, 'd heard, and marveled about 
it with that old familiar shame churning 
inside of me. 

Secretly, though, I'd glanced through 
those books in my son’s room, glad. they 
spared me the ordeal of talking to Richard. 
Also, unconsciously, I'd been seeking 


| something for myself, not really sure what 


it was I was seeking, and learning only that 
‘according to what I did see there, Roger 
was right about me! I was a “cold wife,” 
as he’d once called me. I was abnormal! 
I guess I just didn’t understand what it was 
I was reading, and guilt took hold of me 
as well as that old familiar nausea, and 
Id flung the book from me, thereafter 
literally hiding from further knowledge 


like an ostrich hiding its head in the sand. 


But now, with Richard’s voice still dron- 


-thy shoulders. 
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A thrill of triumph shuddered through 
me, but I pulled away. I didn’t want 
words. I wanted him to take me in his 
arms. So, I jumped off the bed and went 
to the dressing table where I brushed my 
hair a few quick hard strokes. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” I yelled 
at him, and ran from the room. 

That was Sunday. I spent the evening 
with Barney and it was the happiest we 
ever had, laced with the hope that maybe 
Stan did care, that this taste of his own 
medicine was working at last. Tuesday, 
Barney took me to a cheese festival. 
Thursday we went to the shack. Barney 
‘brought his portable radio and we danced 
and cooked our dinner over a fire. Fri- 
day, Barney had a date with Mary. Stan 
was out so I washed my hair and did my 
nails and waited. There was fog again, 
and the hoots of the fog -horn that 
sharpened a mounting excitement in me 
and the feeling that something tremendous 
was going to happen. Stan came home 
- early and went right to bed, but I caught 
him looking at me in a calculating way 
“that made my heart beat faster: Maybe 
tomorrow would be the day he’d say, 
“Pat, I love you. Let's pee again.” 


rivet painless, easy to use. 
TINTZ CD., = 7, 20M. "Michigan Ave., Chicage 1, Hl. 
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ing in my ears, by some strange miracle 
I was beginning to see, to understand! If 
I was a cold wife, then it was because my 
husband had made me so! Oh, not de- 
liberately,- but because of his unprepared- 
ness for the physical side of marriage on 
our wedding night, the memory of which 
had lived with me all these years. And 
yes, I was to blame, too, because I’d been . 
as unprepared as he, expecting to reach the 
heights of heaven when I didn’t even know 
how to walk up the steps! 

And knowing this now, I could feel the 
weight of my guilt and the secret shame 
I'd lived with all these years slip from 
I could lift my head and 
look at Sharon without either jealousy or 
envy, knowing that at long last, I, too 
could be a woman down to my little 
finger, if I were ever again given the 
opportunity. 

Richard was still talking, but I caught 
only the tail end of what he was saying. 

“—you’ve got to understand, Mom. 
You've just got to.” 

I looked straight into his earnest young 
eyes, then at Sharon’s, tears clouding their 
loveliness, and finally at Roger’s, so angry 
and broodin ng. 

We've a lot to talk about, a lot to learn 
together, you and I, Roger, 1 thought. But, 
aloud, striving to control the trembling of 
my lips, I said, “I do understand, son. 
Suddenly, somehow, I understand a lot of 
things.” i 

I couldn’t speak any more. Instead I 
moved towards him, caught at his hand, 
and Sharon’s, too, holding on tight as their 
faces blurred before the tears I could no 
longer restrain. . . 

Sharon and Richard ‘are married now. 
And as for Roger and me? Well, some- 
times I feel like a newlywed myself. We'd 
gone a long way since we were married 
and the road back hasn’t been too smooth. 


I guess, in the final analysis, it was the . 


marriage counselor I’d finally convinced 

Roger we must both see, who saved our 

marriage, the marriage of a man and 

woman in love, but ignorant of its ways. 
THE END 


The insistent ringing of the phone woke 
me Saturday morning. Half-asleep I 
stumbled toward it, catching a glimpse of 
Stan’s figure moving outside the window 
in a fog-shrouded world. Barney's voice 
over the phone sounded Strained. 

“I’ve got to see you, Pat. Can I come 
over?” 

“Stan’s home,” I said hesitantly. 


“Then meet me at the shack. Can you~ 


manage that?” Barney insisted. He sounded 
frantic. 

Some nameless warning flashed in my 
head, telling me not to go, but I shook 
myself for being a fool. After all Barney ~ 
had done, I couldn’t refuse him this small 
favor. 

“Pll be there,” I said. 

Stan looked up when I came into the 
yard and got into the car. 

“I’m going to see Mary,” I said defiantly, 
and before he had a chance to answer, I 
backed out of the drive. ~ 

The fog rolled in heavy swirls along 
the ground as I went up the rutted dirt 
road to the shack. I'd been driving with 
lights for the last mile and as I swung 
toward the cabin I saw Barney’s face at 
the window in the headlight glare. The 
minute I got inside I went to him and 
took his face in my hands. 

“Barney, what's happened?” I asked in 
alarm. “You look awful.” 

Fiercely Barney pulled my hands down 


“and began to walk up and down. “Listen,” 


he said. “I saw Mary last night. She told 
me something. She’s pregnant. ”: 


. DID WHAT 
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There was a queer thud in the middle 
of my chest. For a minute it was im- 
possible to picture Mary—so innocent, so 
shy—being wanton. I stared at Barney’s 
long fingers and his sleepy eyes that were 
blazing with a dull, sick look, and tried to 
imagine Mary in his arms, submitting to 
his urgencies. With a jerk I brought my 
thoughts back. ; 

“JJ don’t know what to say,” I be- 
gan foolishly. “I mean—lI guess youll be 
married right away—in spite of her father. 
Won't you?” 

Barney’s fist smashed into his palm. 
“No! Lil be damned if I'll be trapped. I 
never asked: her to marry me—not in so 
many words.” 

With a wild movement, like a young 
animal, Barney was across the room, hold- 
ing me hard by the shoulders. 

“Tast night when she told me, I sud- 
denly knew something. Without ever kiss- 
ing you, without ever making love to you, 
I’ve fallen in love with you. It’s been slow 
in happening, dnd I couldn’t believe it, 
but the minute Mary told me we’d have 
to get married right away I knew I couldn’t 
do it. I won’t lose you, Pat! I told Mary.” 

“Barney!” His name ripped out of me, 
but what words I had on my tongue were 
choked back by the force of Barney’s 
mouth on mine. The hunger in him was 
so deep it rocked me, his passion a thing 
that bruised and tore me. I floundered, 
driven by a stinging new emotion. It had 
been so long since Stan had loved me— 
so long since I'd felt a man’s arms hold 
me as Barney held me now. With a gasp 
I clasped my hands hard against the back 
of his head and yielded to the flooding 
emotions his kiss aroused. The room 
faded away and it seemed the fog came 
in the open door and covered us and 
wrapped us close and closer until we were 
suffocated with wanting. 


@ WE PULLED APART and stared. For 
weeks we'd been together and never once 
suspected this wildness that was secret and 
waiting in us both. Barney caught my face 
in his hands. 

“Pat, I’m crazy about you. 
under my skin. You're like a fever .. - 

I tried to think. I put my palms against 
his chest’ to push him away but instead my 
arms went around him again and all I 
could say was, “Barney, this is crazy, 
CIaZy,..--s- 

We kissed. We were so new to each 
other. There was so much we had to find 
out about each other. Barney picked me 
up and carried me to the lumpy cot and 
put me down on the rough, scratchy 
blanket as if I were precious and wonder- 
ful. I felt my whole body relax. He sat 
beside me, kissing my hands, the hollows 
of my throat, my eyelids, my lips, and 
there was a buzzing, singing sound going 
all through me. We fell back together on 
the pillows and I don’t know how long 
we stayed that way—too numbed, too 
shocked by what possessed us to talk or 
think. 

A sudden, hard crack of thunder brought 
‘me up short. All at once I was aware of 
things—the disarray of my clothes, the 
driving rain slashing at the windows, a 
flash of lightning that lit up the room. 
Fear mounted in me and I sat up and 
shook my head and stopped - Barney's 
kisses with trembling hands and gasped, 
“Barney, what are we going to do!” 
“You'll have to divorce Stan.” 

“But what about Mary?” 

“ll see that she has a good doctor to 
fix things. She'll be all right. Pat, oh, 
my darling Pat...” ; 

I rocked back. Abortion? An abortion 
for good, sweet Mary? Reason came back 
to me and I was appalled. What had hap- 
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| pened? Everything was a mess. 


Stan, 
Barney, Mary and I had somehow gotten 
entangled in this hideous mix-up. 

“Barney, this is wrong . . . Somewhere, 
somehow everything went wrong . . . L— 
I don’t love. you, Barney. I... 

I never finished what I was going to 
say, for in the next minute Stan’s presence 
in the room knocked all thought from my 
head. Stan! Here! I saw him lift an arm 
to jerk the light chain. I saw him standing 
under the naked bulb—powerful, menac- 
ing, raging. He took a step toward us. 

“Get up,” he barked at Barney. 

Barney’s voice was like a whip, quick 
and stinging. “Don’t start anything you'll 
be sorry ‘for, Stan.” 

They faced each other—fair, sleepy- 
eyed Barney, his body suddenly taut as a 
trap; dark, burning, gigantic Stan. I 
couldn’t move. I lay on the cot, cramped 
and aching, leaning on my elbow, hold- 
ing my breath. 

“{ just saw Mary,” Stan said evenly. 
“She told me you refused to marry her 
and why. I’m going to thrash the life out 
of you, Barney. I’d like to kill you, but 
for Mary’s sake I’m not going to do it. 
I'm going to half-kill you and then you're 
going to marry her.” 


” 


” 


@ WITH A CRY of rage Barney moved. 
His fist caught Stan on the cheek and for a 
second, as Stan reeled back, I thought it 
was all over. Then they were on each 
other, stumbling around the room, tearing 
at each other, cursing and sweating, the 
low, animal sounds of men gone wild with 
rage coming from their throats. I jerked 
my head away and hid my eyes and when 
I looked again I saw that Barney’s nose 
was bleeding and that his right eye was a 
bloody pulp. 

“Stan, for the love of heaven!” I shouted. 
I scrambled from the cot and clawed at 
his arm. 

Without looking at me, he pushed with 
the flat of his hand and I went flying back 
against the wall. I closed my eyes and 
leaned there, sucking in great gulps of air. 
It was like being in quicksand—sinking 
and struggling and not being able to get 
out of the awfulness going on around me. 
I was crying helplessly, picking frantically 
at the pocket of my dress for a handker- 
chief that wasn’t there. Through my tears 
I saw Stan’s huge fist ram into Barney’s 
bloody face and heard the sickening thud 
as Barney’s head cracked against the floor. 

For a moment more, Stan stood over 
Barney’s senseless body, his fists opening 
and closing. His shirt was torn down the 
back and the corner of his mouth was 
caked with a thin red line of blood. Sweat 
cae his face glisten. under the glaring 
light. 

“Get into the car,” he said to me finally. 

I stumbled across the room, not able 
to look at Barney lying on the floor, but 
at the door decency took hold of me and 
I cried out, “You can’t leave him. there!” 

For an answer there were Stan’s fingers 
on my arm, so tight a jagged pain went 
clear to my fingertips as he half dragged 
me to the car. I huddled in the corner of 


‘the seat. Within the past few hours my 


whole life had come apart. The man be- 
side me was my husband but he was a 
stranger. For months I had tried to stir 
the temper in -him and failed. I had 


| thought he had no temper but I had been 


horribly mistaken. It was there—like the 
vast, treacherous depths of an iceberg be- 
low the water—deep inside him, but once 
triggered to release, brutal and uncon- 
trollable. How could a woman live with 
a man so long and not know him at all? 

When Stan stopped the car in front of 
the house, I jumped out and ran up the 


| steps, wanting to flee from this stranger 


- a Sl ee ee” a “+ pa wl 


who in no way resembled the calm, quiet 
man I'd married. The door was locked. ~ 
Helplessly, I pounded on it, and then 
Stan was beside me turning the key, fling- 
ing the door open. I crossed the threshold 
and started for the bedroom with some 
wild notion of locking myself in, but Stan’s 
arm. shot out, caught my shoulder and 
whirled me around. 

I stared at my husband, meeting his eyes. 
There was no pity in them. 

“Don’t touch me,” I screamed. : 

He didn’t move, but his look was strong- 
er than arms around me, pinning me to 
the spot where I stood. Slowly, carefully, 
his glance still locked with mine, Stan 
wiped the blood from his face with his 
handkerchief. ~Very low, in a voice like 
ice, Stan said, “Proud of yourself, Pat? 
Are you real proud of what you’ve done? 
‘Messing up Mary’s life and Barney’s life 
and my life?” 

“Your life!’ From deep in me strength 
came and with it the white, hot flash of 
anger. All at once I wasn’t afraid of him. 
I was termbling with the injustice of his 
accusation. : 

“You!” I spat out the word. “You 
started it. I never wanted anyone but you. 
I would have died for you. You started 
it, taking up with that Anna. How do you 
think a woman feels knowing every time 
her husband walks out of the house: he’s 
going to another woman’s arms?” 

“You could have had me back by crook-. 
ing your little finger,’ Stan said coldly. 
“You could have had me back if just 
once you’d simmered down enough to ask 
me back, to talk about our marriage 
calmly, sensibly. I told you once I'd found 
a woman in you. I married you because 
I believed that under your crazy, kiddish 
temper that woman existed. I thought 
you'd grow up. You never did, Pat. You 
just grew into a shrew. All you ever gave 
me was carping, throwing temper tan- 
trums over every damn silly little thing 
that didn’t suit you. I had to find some- 
one like Anna or go crazy.” 

“Stop it!” I sobbed. “I won’t listen!” 

“You'll listen!” Stan said grabbing my 
wrist. “You could have had me back any 
time you wanted if you'd just once acted 
like a woman. But you ran true to form. 
You had to have your hot-tempered re- 
venge and -you picked a guy—Barney— 
who hasn’t grown up any more than you 
have. [ didn’t know it was Barney you 
were playing around with until Mary told 
me, but it figured—it figured.” 

“It was innocent!” I blurted out, and 
then guilt swept over me. Today, in the 
shack, it hadn’t been innocent—only pas- 
sionate and wanton. 

“Its never innocent when people like 
Mary get hurt. If you’re thinking I could 
hurt Anna, you’re wrong. Oh, you’re dead 
wrong, Pat. I wasn’t the first with her and 
I won't be the last. She has her eyes 
wide open. Either one of us can end it, 
no regrets, no -hard feelings.” : 

I jerked my wrist away and stood rub- 
bing it, fighting the smarting tears. “I 
haven't hurt anyone. Everything’s going 
to be all right between Mary and Barney. 
I don’t deserve your—your filthy . . .” 

“Oh, yes, you do,” Stan said in his old, 
quiet voice, but there was a note in it that 
made me shudder. “I’m going to give it 
to you, Pat. So help me, I’m going to give 
it to you because you’ve been cheap, and 
selfish and headstrong.” 

“Stan!” I wept, but it was too late. 

I felt the flaming pain as his hand shot 
out and slapped my cheek. Stunned, I 
jerked my head back and stared in dis- 


' belief. He had hit me coldbloodedly, from 


a sense of justice. Anger I could have 
understood, but not this deadly, horrifying 
calmness. : rz 
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Pat,” she said gently. 


will marry you! He will!” I lied furiously, 


With a burst of panic, I ducked under ; 
his arm and tried to run. He spun me 
around and the hard, calloused palm of 
his hand came down on my other cheek. 
I feit my teeth click together with the force 


of the blow. I doubled -over retching, 
and in that minute we both heard the 
shrill peal of the doorbell. Moaning I 
sank down on the couch, holding my 
stinging face. Stan waited a minute and 
then he went to answer the door. 

Mary walked into the living room. She 
was wearing a black raincoat with a hood 
that made her look like a nun. Her eyes 
were 
haunted... She walked Slowly as if she 
were aching in every bone, but there was 


a little smile on her trembling mouth.. 


Mary stood before me, and then she lifted 
one thin, white hand in a helpless little 
gesture of defeat. 


With a spurt of shame | thought of. 


how I must look. My clothes were rum- 
pled and rain-sodden, my hair wild, sutely 
my cheeks were flaming from Stan’s cruel 
blows. ae 

Then I couldn’t hold back the pain in 
me. “Mary! Oh, Mary, what's happened? 
What kind of a mess is all this?” 

“ never thought you’d do this to me, 
“I never thought 
you'd be the one to take Barney’s love 
from me. He did love me, Pat. He’s weak, 
but in his selfish way he loved me. He 
would have married me if it hadn’t been 
for you.” 

I jumped up and caught her hands. “He 
achingly. “ft was all a mistake. Barney 
didn’t know what he was saying. Ask 
Stan!” 

Mary hesitated. She turned her eyes 
toward Stan, ‘wanting desperately to 
believe. é 

“What Pat says is true,” Stan said. 


@ AS IF THE breath had been knocked 
out of her, Mary collapsed into a chair and 
put her face in her hands. Then she 
looked up at us. 

“Its too late.” She spoke calmly, as if 
she were talking about what to cook for 
dinner. “Pa—he has those pills to take to 
make him sleep, you know. I just swal- 
lowed a whole bottle of them.” 

Stan was the one who acted. Before I 
could even gasp, Stan gathered Mary in 
his armis.. The'whole house seemed to spin 
around me as I flew to the bedroom for 
a blanket, driven by some yague notion 
that Mary should be kept warm. Stan 
made the mile to the hospital in a little 
over a minutezso within ten minutes from 
the time Mary had walked in our door 
she was in the emergency room undergo- 
ing treatment, and a new nightmare began 
for me. : 

Exhausted, heartsick, I sat on the hard, 
wicker chair in the hospital waiting room 
with Stan. I thought of Mary, frightened 
and desperate, planning to take her own 
life, while Barney and I had been in the 
shack, lying close in each other’s arms. 
Shame and guilt made me twist in my 
chair and ache for sleep to blot out my 


‘private hell. I thought of Barney, beaten 


and bleeding, lying on the cold shack 
floor where Stan had made me leave him. 


I wanted to rush out there to him, but 1| 


had to stay here, trying to pray, trying to 
fight my way up to-God from all the 
misery I had created. z ; 

The rain beat on, endlessly. My eye- 
lids. were stiff and- grainy, closing on me, 
but my body couldn’t relax at all. Stan 
sat looking at the floor, lighting one cig- 
arette after another, never once speaking 
to me. We sat all through that long night, 
feeling death, dark and shadowy, creeping 


close .-.>% 


like two black coals, deep sunk, 


. 
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At six o'clock in the morning a nurse - 
“came in. ; 


“We pulled her through,” she said 
kindly. “But P'm afraid you won’t be able 
to see her for another day at least. You 
see, she lost her baby.” 

My legs almost gave way under me as 
I stood up. I was beyond feeling. Two 
thoughts knocked in my head . . . Mary, 
alive . . . the baby, gone . . . It didn’t heal 
anything or change anything. Stan was 
‘there, his face white, holding my coat. I 
fumbled for the sleeves, saying dully, 
“What about Barney?” 

“Tl see to him,” Stan said. 

We drove home in utter silence. After 
Stan left to go to Barney, I stood at the 
window, still wearing my hat and coat, 
watching the teeming rain. What did I 
do next? I began to think slowly and 
carefully, Take off ygur coat, your wet 
shoes. 1 did that and then I had to stop 


‘and concentrate again. I thought; Is this 


the way I'll have to live my life from 
now on—taking it a minute at a time, 
never being able to think about the past, 


| or think about the future? What was my 


future? I didn’t know. I was alive, here 
and now, and that was all I knew. I had 


undressed, somehow, and was in pajamas: 


when Stan came back. 

He brushed the rain from his clothes 
and said quietly, “Barney’s okay. I found 
him sleeping in the shack. He went to the 
hospital to try to see Mary.” 

“Thet’s good,” I said listlessly. I 
couldn’t seem to button the top button 
of my pajamas. I felt so dizzy. The floor 


. Seemed to be rocking under my feet. 


_ “Pat!” Stan cried as I pitched forward 
into his arms. 

- The minute he touched me, I broke 
down. “Help me, Stan! I never meant to 
hurt anyone except you. I wanted to hurt 
you because you hurt me, but that’s no 
good is it? Two wrongs never make a 


My Past 
Came Back 


(Continued from 
page 18 


Se 


see us married? Wine and pizza and Italian 
spaghetti and a candle burning on’ a card 
table! It wouldn’t have worked, Maggie. 
I always knew it wouldn’t, but I was always 
crazy about you, Maggie, and if things had 
been different . . .” His voice trailed off. 

I wanted him to go. Sometimes Ken 
came up for dinner early. I didn’t want 
him to find Joe in the house! 

“That’s over now,” I said. “I never 
nagged you, Joe. I never asked you to 


| stay.” 


Joe answered kind of wonderingly, “No, 
Maggie, you never tried to hang on the 
mies some girls do. You were okay. Quite 
a gal.” : 

' His voice changed suddenly. “I heard 


‘you had three kids, Maggie. A little boy 


around three and a half. Came early, 
didn’t he? Seven months, Sue wrote me. 


Blond, too—real blond? She wrote he was 


a regular little towhead.” : 5 
There in the morning sunlight Joe’s hair 


| looked more blond than I had remem- 


bered it to be. “Regular little towhead”— 
why, that was what the kids at school used 
to call Joe! : 

“Sue had a dirty mind, Maggie,” he 


continued. “You remember Sue—jealous 
‘as all hell. Never did like you. Never did 
‘like any girls her baby brother looked at.” 


He shook his head. “I couldn’t even get 
back for her funeral. I always hated that.” 
He shrugged. “But you know the Navy. I 


right—only more wrongs. It’s—it’s like 
starting a snowball rolling down a hill— 
that gets bigger and bigger and out of 
control and goes crashing around, smash- 
ing up other people’s lives, people you 
never meant to hurt, never in the world. 
Oh, Stan, I love you so much, I need you 
SO-muCcHs.. 5 

His lips were on my face, kissing the 
tears, his hands on my back trying to still 
my trembling, his voice in my ear was 
harsh and full of pain. 

“Pat, Pat, forgive me. I cheated on 
you. I was unfaithful and bitter and dead 
wrong. You were never wrong, only young 
and foolish and hurt.” : 

“Wrong,” I whispered between my teeth, 
hating myself. “Don’t say I wasn’t wrong. 
Stan, what am I going to do about Mary? 
About Barney?” : 

He rocked me in his arms. “I don’t 
know,” he said achingly. “I don’t know. 
Whatever’s ahead, we'll share,.Pat. What- 
ever there is to be done, we'll do together. 
We can try to make things right. All we 
can do now is try.” 

I have tried with all my heart to be the 
woman Stan believes I can be—grown-up, 
even-tempered, wise. It took all the cour- 
age Stan’s love gave me to go to Barney 
and make my peace with him. It took 
all my new-found humility to beg Mary’s 
forgiveness. 

Stan and I, working together patiently 
and carefully, rebuilt the love that>had 
once flamed between Barney and Mary. 
They are married now, finding happiness 
as Stan and I have, in each other. That’s 
all they'll ever have, though—just each 
other. Because of her tragic miscarriage, 
ed will never be able to have another 
child. 

No matter how much I pray and hope 
and try, that is one deep and terrible 
wrong I can never, never make right. 

THE END 


was in the brig at that time. Three 
months ... Don’t seem possible Sue’s dead, 
does it? Didn’t leave nothing at all. Not 
even the house. I guess I was pretty 
expensive to keep—everything was mort- 


gape Nothing left, and I’m flat: Real 
late “ 
I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. I'd 


gone to Sue Walsh’s funeéral,.and all the 
time I'd felt like a hypocrite. Sue hadn’t 
ever’ liked me. She’d been afraid that 
maybe Joe would marry me. She was ten 
‘years older than Joe, and it was like Joe 
was her son and her brother and her 
husband all rolled into one. She was 
funny. Everyone in town knew she was 
funny. And they’d all felt vaguely sorry - 
for Joe. I had, too. But I hadn’t really 
liked him—not even when I had felt the 
sorriest for him—not even when I'd go all 
to pieces when he kissed me. I’d loved 
Joe, but I hadn’t ever liked him. There’s 
a difference. I loved Ken, but I liked 
him, too. I ran my tongue across my dry 
lips. 

“I know what you’re thinking,” I said 
then. “But it’s not true. Sue always tried 
to twist the most innocent thing into some- 
thing evil.” 

Joe just laughed again. “What am I 
thinking, Maggie? You’re as bad as Sue 
was. You’ve got a dirty mind—or ‘is it 
a guilty mind? Look, Maggie, baby, it’s 
hot outside and I walked clear from town— 
three miles. You got anything to drink?” 
. “Lemonade,” I said, “or milk.” What is 
Joe planning to do? I wondered. Why 
won't he tell me why he’s come? But then ° 
hadn’t Joe always liked to postpone 
things—keep you on your toes worrying? 

I remembered the time he’d left Caryton. 


He’d known he was leaving; he’d had 


ee 
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everything packed and ready! We'd gone 
down to the beach the way we always did. 
It had been nearing dusk, and the breeze 
had been chilly. Joe had put his arms 
around me; he’d rolled me over so that 
my face turned up to his. : 
“No.” I'd protested. “No. I told you 


wrong, and someday we're going to get 
into trouble!” 

Joe only laughed softly and covered my 
mouth with his. “You talk too much, 
baby,” he said. “Shut up.” I struggled 
against him, but not for long. I gave in, 
| the way I always gave in when Joe wanted 
me. He whispered then, his lips on mine, 
“J got something to tell you, baby, later.” 

Afterwards he told me he was leaving. 
“No place for a guy like me,” he said. 
“No chance here—Sue always bossing me. 
Maybe I'll come back, maybe I won’t— 
I’m not saying. You've been swell, Maggie. 
Gonna be hard to find a gal like you— 
warm and willing...” 

My face burned, remembering. Id al- 
ways been willing, hadn't I? Shame 
crawled in me. I should have told Ken 
about Joe. A chill went over me suddenly. 


set the suspicion growing in him! 

“You really planning on giving me milk 
or lemonade?” Joe asked then. 

I made a weary gesture. “It’s all I 
have.” From the play pen Barbara de- 
manded some food. She was the more 
aggressive, one of the twins. Mechanically, 
I buttered*some bread and handed a slice 
to her and another to Billy. 

Joe said, “I’ll have some lemonade, if 
that’s the best you can do. Lemonade! 
Brother, have you slipped!” 2 

J handed him a glass. He made a face 
_as he sipped it. His face looked tired, I 
saw suddenly, and there were lines of dis- 
| sipation around his eyes and mouth, He 
caught my look and said wryly, “The years 
catch up with a guy, Maggie. I'm nearly 
thirty. You—how old are you, Maggie?” 

“Twenty-five,” I said. 

Four years ago I'd been twenty-one and 
Ken had been thirty. Ken! My heart ached. 
I shouldn’t have married him, not without 


-T’'d been so lost and so unhappy and Ken 
had been so kind. I hadn’t loved him then, 
but I had learned to since. : 
good wife. I'd tried so hard, and now— 
now Joe was going to spoil everything. 

Joe ‘said over his glass, “What do you 
call the boy, Maggie?” 

“Ken,” I said. “Ken, junior.” 

Joe set down the glass. “That’s a fitting 
name, Maggie,” he said softly. He was 
facing the play pen. “Hey,” he said, getting 
up from his chair with a jump, “You let 
them kids play with matches?” He grabbed 
the lighted kitchen match Barbara was 
holding and snuffed it out. 

abe wailed, “Kenny does it! Kenny does 
it!” 

“Not when I know about it,” I said 
weakly. “Don’t you ever, ever play with a 
match again, Barbara. Billy, you hear 
me?” 

Billy nodded seriously, but Barbara 
looked sullen. I sat down in a chair, my 
| knees trembling. What if I'd been out- 


clothing on fire! I felt weak enough to 
faint. 

Joe said, his voice amused. “It’s over, 
Maggie. Forget it. No harm done.” 

I came back to the realization of Joe’s 
presence. I said shakily, “Joe, please don’t 
start any trouble for me.” : ==, 
_ “Trouble?” Joe repeated, as if he had 

never heard of the word. He pulled out 
a crumpled pack of cigarettes and lit one. 
“Where's the boy, Maggie? How come he 
isn’t around?” 


before, Joe, that this has got to stop. It’s | 


That’s why Joe’s come. To tell Ken—to } 


telling him about Joe, 1 thought. But then | 


I'd been a | 


‘side? The match might have set the babies’ 
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Return this ad with $1 and receive 
a regular $2.50 bottle prepaid. 
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Wonderful gifts. 
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WONDERFUL SHAMPOO NOW 
CURLS and WAVES HAIR 


Marlene’s makes hair shine with cleanliness; Marlene’s 
makes hair soft, luxurious, easier to manage, with more 
body and lustre and at the same time Marlene’s actually 
nd WAVES hair with each shampoo and Sa! 

ou 


. Sold only by mall from 
DEPT. BHW-2 KEARNEY, NESR. 


i R 
lene’s to give you 20 glamorous easy shampoo waves.” §¢ 
Satisfaction or money back. Also at druggists. 


MARLENE’S INC., 230 W. Michigan Ave., Dept. 710 Chicago 1, Iiineis. 63 
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ONLY 12 Children’s Dresses 


at this low LOW price! 


’ 
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Tremendous 

assortment! 
Good condition, readyto wear. 

Washable, colorful cottons! 


Price includes all 12 dresses! 


Sizes 1-6X $3.45 
Sizes 7-14 $3.95 


FREE GIFT WITH EVERY ORDER! 
RUSH ORDER NOW! 

Send $1 deposit now! Pay postman 
balance plus C.O.D. and postage. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


You must be 100% satisfied with 
merchandise or return within 
r 10 days for refund. 
BUY from PEOPLES for LOWEST PRICES 
and HIGHEST QUALITY. 


PEOPLES MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
15 HESTER ST., DEPT.HR-2, 
‘NEW YORK 2, N. Y. 
$1 DEPOSIT Age Size Price 

MUST — 
ACCOMPANY 


ORDER! © 
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city _ STATE 
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“He was up at five,” I said numbly. “I 
put him back to bed after breakfast.” 
“Oh,” Joe said. He stared at his ciga- 


rette fixedly. “I heard your aunt left you - 


well-heeled when she died.” 


‘I stared at him. I laughed dryly. “You 


heard wrong,” I said. “Aunt Min wasn’t 
any real relative of mine. She was mother’s 
friend, and she kept me when Mom died. 
NY didn’t leave much, and what little 
there was went to some cousins of hers out 
in Ohio.” : 

Joe shrugged. “Too bad,” he said. 
“Money would have helped a lot.” He 
crossed his legs. “Look, Maggie, I’m go- 
iny to lay my cards on the table. I’m 
broke,’ like I told you—flat broke. I’ve 
spent every cent I made when I was in 
the service. I went through everything 
when I got out. 
to Caryton hoping maybe there’d been 
some mistake—that maybe Sue had left a 
little something for me. I got to have some 
dough. I want to go some place and make 
a new start. I’m not. getting any younger. 
I figured maybe you’d let me have some 
money—a few hundred bucks, maybe.” 

I stared at him. Money? I hadn't 
thought Joe would try to blackmail me! 
I hadn’t thought he'd do that! 

“A few hundred?” I said, and laughed 
harshly. “We don’t have that kind of 
money.” 

“Okay,” he said, “a hundred . . . fifty? 
Ym not greedy, but I got to have some 
money to get out of here with. I don’t 
figure on hitching again and I haven’t got 
but five bucks to my name!” 

I shook my head. I thought about the 
three hundred dollars Ken had saved for 
the mortgage payment due next month. 
“T can’t give you even fifty,” 1 said. “We're 
in debt, Joe, bad in debt, and Ken works 
like a dog...” 

Joe frowned. “You could get it,” he 
said. “That isn’t much to ask. Some guys 
in my position would want a lot more.” 


I said woodenly, “If I don’t get it for 


-you, Joe, then you'll tell Ken about me and 
you. And you figure that if he knows 
he'll begin to look at Kenny and then begin 
to wonder about that seven months, and 
pretty soon hell . . .” I shuddered and 
tears nagged at the back of my eyes. “You 
-wouldn’t do that, would you, Joe? Not 
blackmail!” 

‘Joe didn’t look at me. 

I wanted to scream at him, but I kept 
my voice low so the children wouldn’t hear 
me. “You’re thinking Kenny is yours,” 
I said, “but you’re wrong. He belongs to 
Ken. Ken is his father, not you!” 

Joe looked up grinning. He said lazily, 
“You don’t have to get so excited about it, 
Maggie. Don’t you think I believe you?” 

1 could hear the sound of the old tractor 
coming closer. Ken was quitting early for 
Junch and I didn’t even have it started. 
My heart ached. Ken needed a new tractor 
badly. I thought of the worry lines in his 
face, of how tired he was evenings. The 
kids and I were all he had to live for. And 
Kenny was so close to him. 

What if he starts thinking that Kenny 
isn’t his? 1 thought. What if Joe says, 
“Took, Ken—me and Maggie here—we 
were lovers for seven, eight months. She 
married you, sure, and seven months later 
she had a kid. Does it figure? I left town 
a month before you and Maggie got mar- 
ried: You following me, Ken?” 

Maybe Ken would forgive me, but would 
he forget? Forgetting is ‘different. You 
can’t always do it, even if you want to. 
And Ken would be the one most hurt. 

My mouth shook. I said to Joe, “If I 
got you fifty dollars, would you go away 
and never come near me again? Promise 
me, Joe.” ; 2x5 


The mortgage money was upstairs in_ 


I hitched my way here 


4 


Ken’s dresser. I knew I'd have to figure 
out something to tell Ken about the miss- 


~ ing fifty, but, any lie would be better than 


having Joe go to him with his story. Any- 
thing would be better than letting Joe spoil 
things. oan 
“Sure,” Joe said lazily. “You know 

me, Maggie. I promise.” 

“ll get it for you,” I said, and started 
towards the stairs. Just at that moment, 
Kenny’s voice, in screaming terror, tore at 
me from the upstairs. 

“Mommy! Mommy!” = 

I dashed up the stairs, Joe at my heels. 
Kenny was on the landing, his pajamas on 
fire. Before I knew what was happening, 
Joe rushed ahead of me, and had Kenny 
smothered in a blanket before I even 
reached the top landing. He carried him 
down to the kitchen, sat him down on a 
chair and took away the blanket. Kenny 
was still screaming wildly. 

“Hey,” Joe said, “you're hardly singed. 
Stop that yelling.” 

I lifted Kenny’s small, sturdy figure in 
my arms and held him. My legs were still 
shaking. If it hadn’t been for Joe... 
1 thought. J couldn’t have acted as quickly 
as Joe .. . 1 got vaseline and put some on 
Kenny’s burned hands, and across - the 


‘ 
f 
; 
é 
3 
; 


. burned part of his chest. It could have 


been tragic—Kenny could have burned~ 
to death! 

I looked at Joe, tears in my eyes. “You 
saved him,” I said. “You saved his life!” 

Joe’s face got a funny look on it. “Hah!” 
he said, “you always were melodramatic, 
Maggie. The kid was in no real danger. 
oe could have done the same- thing I 
did.” 

“No.” I shook my head. “Maybe I 
wouldn’t have—maybe I'd have been too 
scared.” 


FROM THE play pen came Barbara’s 
cry and then Billy started. Kenny, listen- 
ing to them began to cry again. 

“Hush,” I said. “Hush.” I set Kenny 
down inside the play pen and found some 
cookies for the three of them. In spite 
of myself I shook Kenny’s small shoulders. 
“T’ve told you about playing with matches,” 
I said. .“I told you!” my voice quavered. 

“I wanted to smoke a pipe like Daddy,” 
Kenny wailed. “Daddy doesn’t get burned.” 

I hugged him, and said, “You wait until 
you’re as old as Daddy. You're never, 
never to touch matches again. Under- 
stand?” : 

Barbara looked at Kenny, her mouth 
quivering. “Unnerstann?” she demanded. 
She took a bite of the cookie in her hand 
and started to cry again. - 

Joe put both hands over his ears. “How 
do you stand the noise?” he asked. Then 
he frowned suddenly. “I’m waiting.” 

I remembered what Id started upstairs 
to get. I looked at Joe, at the length of — 
him, and the broad; straight shoulders, and — 
I remembered the way his arms had felt — 
holding me, and the way I'd cried into my 
pillow at night after he’d left Caryton, and 
the way I'd tried to make believe he'd 
come back to me, all the time knowing 
that he wouldn’t. And I remembered Ken, 
so kind and so wanting, and the way he'd 
held off until after we had been married. 
Always thinking first of me—the way Joe 
had never done! ‘4 

1 thought of the first time I’d danced 
with Joe. I'd known him before that, but 
he’d never noticed me-enough to want to 
dance with me. I’d been with my date and 
Joe had cut im. “Scram,” he told the boy, 
“Maggie is going to dance with a real guy. 

I'd protested but Joe had cut’ off my 
protests. He’d danced me across the floo 
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Cover all 


A Quick, Simple Way to” 


Hide Pimples, Scars, Freckles, Birth-Marks 
and Shadows under the Eyes.. 


‘I remembered the time I'd gone to a 
movie with Ken, and Joe had glimpsed us 
jater in the Dairy Bar. His eyes had 
scorned Ken’s shabby suit, Ken’s farmer- 
red face. He’d said to me afterwards, 
“What's the matter, baby, can’t you do 
better than that?” And I'd béen ashamed 
of Ken, then. 

I didn’t want to remember that I'd ever 
been ashamed of Ken, that I'd ever looked 
at him with Joe’s eyes. I wished that I 
could stop remembering all those things. 


| 
In five shades: Light, Medium, Brunette, Rachel and Sun-Tan. | But. Joe isn't going to hurt Ken now, 1 
An excellent velvet-smooth powder base. thought. The money... I’d have to get 
Purse size 25 plus tax. Large size $1.25 plus tax. | the money for him. 
At all Dime, Dept. and Drug Stores. : I half turned towards the stairs. The 
NUNAILS CO. $224." “Uiicaco sane | children had stopped their crying and 
= Barbara was looking at Joe with the most 
serious expression I had ever seen. 

Joe was looking at me. : 
He said in a low voice, “I ought to take 
= = ; more time, Maggie. You = “oe! a 
A DELIGHTFUL CAREER— SPARE "3 to renew our acquaintance, baby. can 
pects Deli tee ea wie still remember the way you felt in my 
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BE A BEAUTY ADVISOR 


I Show You How 


} Previous experience uunecessary. Make 
as much as 35.00 in one hour just advis- 
ing friends and neighborson proper use of 
famous Studio Girl Hollywood Cosmetics. 
Become anexpert with only a few hours study. 
All information free. Lf you send name today 
I will also send free samples: charge now 
*/ or at any other time. Send y. in 

2 Harry Taylor, President, at address below. 
T 
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uUDIO - HOLL’ ) SMETIC 
UDI GIRL HOLLYWOOD COSMETICS 


We are reviewing 5 
Inc. for possible COM RC 4 
PUBLICATION, ROYALTY basis. 
SONG POEMS ALSO NEEDED . 
: Write today for details, 
-_ SOUTHERN SONG SERVICE 


P.O. Box 7124 New Orleans (9, La. 


OUR BOYS SHARE THEIR RATIONS 

YOU CAN HELP THROUGH CARE! 
Through no fault of their own, millions of Koreans 
are homeless and hungry. Their lives and their faith 
in democracy depend on us. CARE packages bring 
them food, clothing and hope. Won't you help? Your 
ten Dollars to non-profit CARE will send a food 
package to a needy child. 


CARE, 20 Broad Street, New York 5, N. Y. 


help your 


your. HEART 


was grinning—not caring. He never cared. 

That first time on the beach . . . He'd 
held me and kissed me until I'd quit 
struggling. “Stop it, Maggie,” he’d said. 
“You know you want this as bad as I do. 
Nobody’s going to. get hurt just because 
we like to play a little, baby.” : 

“That’s all it had meant to Joe—play. 
“4 girl who’ was warm and willing.” 

I watched Barbara scramble out of the 
play pen towards Joe. She handed him 
her partially eaten cookie. “Reward,” she 
said, and she climbed up on his lap and 
kissed him. Then she scrambled down and 
came over tc me. . 

“Me want ‘nother. cookie, Mommy,” 
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she said. “I gived mine to him.” Her 
pudgy finger pointed to Joe. “You always 
give us reward. Kenny got burned up.” 

I handed her another cookie and. lifted 
her back inside the play pen. I said 
lamely to Joe, “You saved Kenny and she 
wanted to reward you.” 

“Well, I'll be damned,” Joe said softly. 
Then he said brusquely, “This is fine but 
se getting tired of waiting. Ken will be 

ere before long. Hurry it up, will you 
Maggie?” 

“No.” I said, “I’m not going to get you 
the money, Joe.” 2 : 

I knew Joe. If I gave him money now, 
he’d be back, again and again. Ken would 
find out sometime, anyhow and we didn’t 
have money to throw around. 

“Ken works too hard,” I said. “I can’t 
do this to him. He'll be here in a few 
minutes. You can tell him whatever you 
want to when he. comes in.” I sighed and 
nearly broke into a sob. 

“I didn’t know that what I did would 
someday hurt other people I love!” 

I cried. I got out some meat. My hands 
were shaking as I began to slice it. “I've 
got to start lunch,” I said. “Ken’s always 
hungry.” What will Ken say? 1 wondered, 
How will he look? Like somebody hit him 
in the stomach? If only it hadn't happened. 
If only . . . I stared down at the butcher 
knife in my hand» Ken had sharpened it 
for me only yesterday. I dropped it 
quickly on the table. I’ve never wanted to 


Glove by Alexette-Baemo 


16-button-length -glacé kid glove about 
$12.95. Same available with the new 
LaunderLeather processing at about 
$14.95. LaunderLeather gloves can be 
dunked into your washing machine, 
with a guarantee theyll emerge looking 


new. These gloves can be bought at 
leading department stores and specialty 
shops all over the country. 
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I'll Set You Up Ina 
MONEY- MAKING 
BUSINESS You Can 


Run From Home! 


EVERYTHING 
FURNISHED 


FREE! 


TOP MEN 
MAKE 


$5 - 510 
AN HOUR! 


YOU NEVER 
INVEST 
ONE 
CENT! 


I'll Show You How to Make 
BIG MONEY The First Hour! 


Get into a high-paying business without spending 
a cent! I'll rush you, absolutely FREE, a wer- 
ful Starting Business Outfit. 
THING you need to start 
profits the first hour! 


making exciting cash 


where you work. 
EVERYONE wants comfortable shoes. Mason 
Air-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have ‘been accepted 
for advertising by the American Medical Asso- 
ciation. Some topnotch men have" taken up to 20 
orders their first day .-. . earning up to $10 an 
hour PLUS large bonus checks! 

NOT SOLD IN STORES! 
Mason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks must 
buy from YOU and KEEP buying from you! 
You feature over 160 dress, sport, work shoe 
styles for men, women... with such EXTRA 
features as Air Cushion Innersoles, Steel Shanks, 
work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neoprene 
Crepe, Safety Shoes. 
You'll run the best “shoe store’ business in town, 
because you actually “carry” a greater selection 
than a store. You draw on our stock of over 
200,000 pairs in sizes 2¥2 to 15, widths AAAA to 
EEEE. No need to substitute .. - folks get the 
style, size, width they order. No wonder you can 


expect fast profits! : 
Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit! 
absolutely FREE, 


Start now! We will rush, h 
EVERYTHING you need to start making moncy 
the first hour! (The Professional Sales Outfit 
shown above will. be loaned Free to men who 
qualify.) err the extra cash you need. . . send 
coupon TODAY! 


MASON SHOE MFG. CO. 


Dept. MA934, Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 


Send for FREE outfit! 


1 Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. MA934 i 

| Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 

| Please set me up in a MONEY-MAKING BUSINESS 

1 I can run from home, Rush FREE and postpaid my | 
Starting Business Outfit with EVERYTHING I need 

| to start making extra cash the first hour! 
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UP TO A $10 PORTRAIT STUDIO VALUE $1 


BILLFOLD 9 Sent on 


PHOTOS ° 9) Anprova 
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UST to get acquainted we will make you these NEW artistic, BILLFOLD PHOTOGRAPHS that are the rage 
for exchanging with school mates, as gifts and enclosures with greeting cards or in correspondence. SEND NO 
MONEY, just enclose your favorite sna or aby size photo for 20 or 50 BILLFOLD (Wallet) SIZE PHOTOS 
(one pose) suitable for framing and keepsakes. Used by thousands of students, teachers, job seekers, parents, 
movie stars and 0! al returned with your order. Pay postman on arrival plus a few cents for our C.O.D. 
and postage or enclose the money 
Please send within 15 days te 


MOVYLAND STUDIOS 


Any 
Photo 
Copied 


‘Double-Weight, Silk Finish, Portra 


we prepay. 3-day service. Portrait studio quality and satisfaction guaranteed. 


Dept. 151, 211 W. 7th St., DES MOINES 2, IOWA 


MINIAT Real, LIVE 


~ MINIATURE DOG 


Pll be happy to send you without you pay- 

ing 3 ao this lovable, young, Miniature 

DOG that is so tiny you can carry it in your 
: ; ’ pocket or hold it in one hand, yet it barks and 
is a reliable watch dog as well as a pet. You can keep it in a shoe box and enjoy 
many amusing hours teaching it tricks . . . active, healthy, intelligent and clean. 
Simply hand out only 20 get-acquainted coupons to friends and relatives to help us 
get that many new customers as per our premium letter. I enjoy my own lively, tiny do 
so much. It is such wonderful company that I’m sure att simply love one yourself. 


Please send me your favorite snapshot, photo or Kodak picture when writing 
for your Miniature Dog. We will make you a beautiful 5x7 inch enlargement in 
a handsome “Movietone”. frame SO YOU CAN TELL YOUR FRIENDS about our 
bargain hand-colored ‘enlargements when handing out the get-acquainted coupons. 
Just mail me your favorite snapshot, print or negative NOW and pay the postman 
only 19c plus postage when your treasured enlargement arrives aad ran include the 
“Movietone” frame at no extra cost. Your original returned with your enlargement and 
‘frame. Also include the COLOR OF HAIR AND EYES with your picture, so 1 can also 


_ give you our bargain offer on a second enlargement artfully hand colored in oils for 


natural beauty, sparkle and life, like we have done for.thousands of others. 
I’m so anxious to send you a miniature dog that I hope you will send me your name, 


‘address and favorite snapshot, right away and get your 20 enlargement coupons to 


hand out. Mrs. Ruth Long, Gift Manager. 
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kill anybody before, I thought. And I don't 
now. I don’t! ne = 
Joe came over to me. He said softly,. 


Dept. X-450 


“What's wrong, Maggie? Weren’t you © 


thinking nice thoughts?” 

I looked at him dazedly.  - 

Joe’s face looked funny. He said 
quickly, “Look Maggie, if I wasn’t in a 
jam, I’d never have come here like this. 
It wasn’t because of Sue or anything like 


that. I'm on the lam, baby. A grocery — 


back in Pinkerville. I figured on trying to 
hide out some place—trying to skip.” He 
‘shook his head, his face tired suddenly, 
the lines even deeper. “They’ll probably 
catch up with me. Maybe I'll even give 


= myself up. I’m kind of tired. Age catches 


up with a guy, don’t you know, Maggie?” 
His hand reached out and touched my 
hair. “I never forgot you, Maggie,” he 
said. “You can believe that or not. I’m 
getting out. Forget about the dough. It 
wouldn’t do. me no good anyhow. I won’t 
bother you no more, Maggie. I promise.” 

His eyes slid from me to the play pen 
where Kenny was watching us. His hair 


211 W. 7th St., Des Moines 2, lowa 


was such a pale blond, it looked white. 
Joe grinned at him. — ; oe 

“So long,” he said, “Keep away from 
pipes, kid, at least until you’re as old as 
Daddy.” 

“Joe,” I said. “Joe—I never really liked 
you before, but I like you now. Don’t let 
them catch. you.” Es0 

“Hah,” he said. “The cops always get 
their man, and it’s best in the long run. A 
guy gets tired.” 

I went to the door and watched him as 
he walked briskly toward the road past the 


house. I knew he thought Kenny was his. . 


‘Maybe that was why he’d left without say- 
ing anything. He’d always believed it. But 
Kenny wasn’t. Kenny was Ken’s child. 
His light hair would turn as dark as Ken’s 
hair, when he was older. 

But if Joe had told Ken, would Ken 
have believed me? Wouldn’t he look at the 
color of Kenny’s hair, and then at Joe’s? 


-Wouldn’t he begin to wonder why Kenny 


had been born seven months after we were 
married whereas the twins had taken a 
full nine months? : 


T shivered. I turned from the door and 
went back inside and started to cut the 
meat again. I’d glimpsed Ken’s tall, lanky 
form coming through the orchard. I felt 
weak suddenly—almost as if I were going 
to faint. Thank God Joe didn’t do what he 
came here to do. Maybe if Sue had been 


| different, maybe if his mother had lived, 


Joe wouldn’t have been the way he was. 
A thief now. A thief. 

I had the-table set by the time Ken 
sauntered into the kitchen. 

Kenny, seeing him, hurried to him and 
gave him an account of his catching on fire 
and the nice man who had put it out. 
While Ken was looking over Kenny’s 
burns, Barbara started to talk about the 


~ “rewarded” she’d given Joe. 


Ken turned towards me. “I don’t get 


this,” he said. “What did happen?” 


I told him: carefully about Joe dropping 
in, and Barbara lighting the match and 
Kenny trying to smoke a pipe and geiting 
his pajamas on fire. 

“Tf it hadn’t been for Joe,” I concluded, 
and stopped. ; 

Ken nodded. “Lucky someone was here,” 
he said, He frowned down at Kenny and. 
Barbara and Billy. “The next time I even 
hear of any of you even so much as hav- 
ing a match, I'll really spank you,” he 
threatened. ; 

He set Kenny down then and came over 
to me, dropping a kiss on the back of my 
neck. “Why didn’t he stick around?” he 
asked. “Did you ask him to stay?” He 
kissed me. “You've had quite a day.” 


@ I NODDED, not looking at him. It had 


| “been more of a day than he knew! I said 


slowly, “I think he was in some kind of 
trouble. He’d robbed a grocery store, I 
think, and the police were after him—at 
least that’s what he told me.” - 

Ken shook his head. “Poor guy,” he 
said. “That sister of his ruined him. Every- 
body knows that. Shouldn’t speak ill of the 
dead, but it’s the truth.” 

I stared at Ken. Joe had-always scorned 
Ken and laughed at him and figured he 
was better than Ken, and yet Ken could 
be sorry for him! 

I reached up and put my arms around 
Ken’s neck. I said shakily, “I do love you.” 

Ken’s rough hands mussed my hair. “I 
know you do,” he. said, kissing me. 

Kenny got between us. He said loudly, 
“Kiss me. I’m hurt!” f 

Ken laughed and picked him up in his 
arms and sat down in the’ rocking chair 
with him. I looked at them for a second. 
My heart was almost bursting. Kenny is 
Ken’s, 1 thought. But if Joe had told him 
about us—if Joe had hinted about Kenny— 
would Ken’s eyes have suspicion in them 
now instead of love when he looked at 
Kenny? 1 was glad of the heat from the 
stove because I felt cold suddenly. Will 


Joe keep his promise not to come back? 


Not cause trouble? Can Joe be trusted? 
Maybe he doesn’t even know himself, what 
he'll do! If things change for Ken and 


me—if we start to prosper—and Joe hearc_ 


about it, and needs money! 1 didn’t know. 
I'd never know if and when Joe might 
come back. : Se 

Remember, when you're tempted to do 


what you know is wrong, that maybe, years 


later it will come back at you through a 


those you love. Remember that no one 


“goes scot-free. No one. I'll pay in fear 


and dread for the rest of my life for those 
times I lay in Joe’s arms, when I had no 
right to be there! Before God, Kenny is 


Ken’s child. But maybe Joe could con- 
vince Ken otherwise. If I had only told 


Ken in the beginning about Joe . . . But 


late. : 3 
Tae END 


I didn’t, and it’s too late now. Years too 
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FOR GREATEST BENEFIT IN REOUC- 
ING by massage use SPOT REDU- 
CER with or without electricity— 
Also used as an aid in the relief of 
pains for which massage is indicated. 


Don't Stay FAT—You Can Lose | aissing 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY © team 


IKE . With the SPOT REDUCER you can now enjoy the bene- 
P a magic wand, the "Spot gis.'of RELAXING, SOOTHING massage in the privacy 
4 Reducer obeys your every of your own home! Simple to use—just plug in, grasp 
. handle and apply over most any part of the body— 

wish. Most any part of nous stomach, hips, chest, neck, thighs, arms, buttocks, etc. 
body where it is loose and flabby, The relaxing, soothing massage breaks down FATTY 
‘ TISSUES, tones muscles and flesh, and the increased 

wherever you have extra weight and awakened blood circulation carries away waste fat— 
inches, the "Spot Reducer" can aid Pgs ee Pah i and keep a firmer and more GRACE- 


you in acquiring @ youthful, slender yQUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 
Take pounds off—keep slim PLUG IN and graceful figure. The beauty of _ When you use the SPOT REDUCER, it's almost like hav- 
and trim with SPOT REDUCER! Gpasp this scientifically designed Reducer 479 YON cin private masseur at home. It's fun reducing 
Remarkable new _ invention is thet the method is so simple and but aise, Uae la the reine Vitieca at chee 
which uses one of the most HANDLE e i 


< pains—and tired nerves that can be helped by massage! 
Sffacive redeting- tnethods. AND... 00%: othe icenuieangwet. “supe and The SPOT REDUCER is handsomely made of light weight 


h less. . . jets. aluminum and rubber and truly a beautiful invention you 
employed by masseurs and APPLY armless. No exercises or strict diets will be thankful you own, AC 110 volts. Underwriters 
turkish baths—MASSAGE! No -steambaths, drugs or laxatives. Laboratory approved. 


TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 


Mail this coupon with only $1 for your Spot Reducer on approval. Pay postman 


$8.95 plus delivery—or send $9.95 (full price) and we ship postage prepaid. SENT ON APPROVAL- MAIL COUPON NOW! 


Use it for ten days in your own home. Then if not delighted return Spot Re- 


AVG OL SIHL TVW 


iMON NOdNOD WIHL 3344 


(1 SAVE POSTAGE — check here if you enclose 
$9.95 with coupon. We pay all postage and 
handling charges. Same money back guarantee 
applies. (] I enclose $12.98. Send Deluxe Model. 


-—— LOSE “WEIGHT OR NO CHARGE -- 


Reducer. See how sooth- transient relief of dis- be used in your spare” 
ing its geptle massage can comforts that can be time, in the privacy of 
be. Helps you sleep when aided by gentle, relax. YOUr own room. 

jonoRe can be of benefit. ing massage. ORDER IT TODAY! 


’ 

ducer for full. purchase price refund. Don’t delay! You have nothing to lose—ex- | BODY MASSAGER CO., Dept. B-166 } 
cept ugly, embarrassing, undesirable pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON now! | 318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey l 

1 Please send me the Spot Reducer for 10 days 
ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS LOSE WEIGHT | trial period. I enclose $1. Upon arrival I will 

OR NO CHARGE pay postman only $8.95 plus postage and 
1 handling. If not delighted I may return SPOT | 
USED BY EXPERTS 1 rgd oo _10 days for prompt refund i 

* of full purchase price. 

Thousands have fost weight J CUI enclose $12.98. Send Amazing DeLuxe I 
this way—in hips, abdo-. | Model 1 
men, legs, arms, neck, but- | : 1 
tocks, etc. The same meth- i JNM oieestmrneenesssestensennrnentntenenrnnennntntntnnnmetnenentetenicnennmeen nner = \ 
od used by stage, screen l ge. i 

and radio personalities and” \ Dress cence ennenn eesti ave 
CAN’T SLEEP: MUSCULAR ACHES: |eading reducing salons. ee nak | 
Relax with electric Spot A handy helper for The Spot Reducer can i Lge Ce =n Ea’ Re RES : 
I 1 
! : 
! 


for 


Plus Lovely 
Dresses that 
Never Cost 


You a Penny! 


EXIR 
MONE 


You’ve never read more exciting news! Think of making 
as much as $30.00 a week in your spare time, right in your 
own neighborhood, and also taking your pick of more 
than 100 beautiful colorful, late-style dresses . . . which 
won’t cost you.a single penny! All you do now is mail the 
coupon at the bottom of this page. Don’t send any money 
now or any time. You'll receive absolutely free the most 
thrilling display of gorgeous styles you ever saw . . . all 
the latest fashions... all the new miracle wonder fab- 
rics like dacron, nylon, orlon, rayon and scores of the 
allimportant sparkling cottons with the glamorous new 
finishes . . . in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, 
separates—house dresses, suits, sportswear, and hosiery 
and lingerie too ... also adorable children’s dresses! 
Up to $30.00 a week cash and the personal dresses you 
select, all without one penny cost are yours just for show- 
ing the beautiful styles and sending only a few orders for 

friends, neighbors, co-workers, and members of your 

family. That’s all! You don’t pay a cent for your own 

dresses—and you can get dress after dress, a whole ward- 

robe, this easy way! What a wonderful way to use your | 
spare hours, evenings, and weekends! So don’t’wait. Just 

mail the coupon and everything you need will be rushed 
to you postpaid and ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Women tile you 


YOU CHOOSE 


from more than 


BEAUTIFUL 


The dresses | used to buy 
1 now get without paying 
for them! And | make 
$12.00 to $15.00 in a 
week spare time besides! 
DOROTHY HOUGH, Mo, 


My first experience with 
Harford Frocks netted 
me $10.00 in about 2 
hours. It was fun, and I 
made new friends, Mrs, 
S.W.COLE, West Virginia, 


JUST MAIL THE 
COUPON BELOW! 


Just write your name, address, and dress size on 
coupon (paste it on a postcard), and we’ll send 
you the big style display so you can start 
collecting EXTRA CASH and getting 
your personal dresses without cost! 


In Canada weite to: Hartord Frocks (Canada) Ltd. é | 
2241 Lariviore St. Monttoal 24, P,Q. 


PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! 


Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. R-211, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
RUSH POSTPAID AND ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, 
valuable Harford Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly 
making extra money in spare time and getting my personal 
dresses without paying one penny for them. 


Agel o.. 50... : 


